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My Sister 

Is This Volume Lovingly Inscribed. 
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PREFACE 

In giving out this little book, the author fully 
realizes that there is nothing more than passing 
merit in any one that goes to make the collection 
of poems which have been written, some in the 
years long gone by, others in later days, but they 
have each been inspired by the things gathered 
from observation and experience, and have been 
prompted by the thoughts which pleased or 
pained to the extent that she felt that they must 
be put into words that she might see them. 

A few of them have been written for special 
occasions and, possibly, many persons who read 
them now will remember of having read them 
before. If so, and they pleased then, perhaps 
they may revive the memory of some pleasant 
occasion and you may find a pleasing pastime 
in their perusd. 

At any event, I submit them without apology 
to my dear old friends with the request that you 
read not critically, but find the trend of thought 
and gather whatever is meant to be brought out 
in story or line. 

If some are foolish or uninteresting they are 
not for you, but for others who have been en- 
tertained with them and have asked for their 
admittance in the book. 

Trusting that you may enjoy the reading, as 
I have the penning, I am most faithfully yours, 

THE AUTHOR. 
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FRIENDS AND FRIENDSHIPS 

What's this lostlike, dreamy feeling 

As I sit and rest my head 
'Gainst the cushion, that comes stealing 

Evenings 'fore I go to bed? 

When I draw my chair up closer 
To the bright and cheerful grate. 

Note the clock-strike, turn the light out, 
For it now is getting late. 

But I want to think a minute 

In the quiet, that's the best, 
Ere I seek my couch for slumber. 

Lay my tired self to rest. 

As I close my eyes, e'en shutting 
Out the fire's light and cheer. 

Naught but darkness now surrounds me 
Not a voice or sound I hear. 

But there's seemingly the presence 
Qi a host of friends so dear, 
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Some on this side, some the other. 
But there's no distinction here. 



In this hour of meditation 

For a time my mind runs rife, 
And before me flits in vision 

Friends and friendships of a life. 

At a face I glance, then memory 

Takes me back to other years: 
It again upon the playground 

Of the old schoolhouse appears^ 

Where we romped, and ran, and "skipped the 
rope" 

And played old "Pull away" 
Till "bell-call" brought us in "to books/' 

Around, my eyes now stray. 

With the inmates of that schoolroom 

I come trudging back this way. 
Now this one leaves, then that one. 

Till but few are here to-day : 

But as recollection flashes 

Bright scenes upon my brain 
I am with my old friends, living 

My life all o'er again. 
8 
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From a school-girl (hallowed memory) 
I have to a school-ma'am grown, 

Now the faces of those dear young friends 
Of years so quickly flown 

Gather 'round me, as no artist 
Could portray them, on the walls. 

And I'm hearing pleasant voices, 
But the curtain slowly falls, 

They are fading from my vision 

Aiid I feel a painful tug 
At my heart-strings and soft little arms 

Are felt in rapturous hug. 

And the voices of my very own 

I hear as now they sing, 
Now they prattle in their childish talk 

As close to me they cling. 

Now they're gone and friends of later years 

Are crowding all around. 
I am laughing, singing, crying. 

In my reverie profotmd. 

For each face suggests an incident 

And as the changes ring, 
I'm living old scenes over 

Just as the memories bring. 
9 
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I am warned by old clock chiming 

It is time to go to sleep. 
So I leave off mountain climbing. 

Or descending valleys deep. 

But there's nothing quite so charming 

As when hour for sleep appears, 
To think of friends and friendships, 
I Of the old, the bygone years. 

OUR MOTHER 

1816 1903 

I 

As the shades of evening gently 

Throw a mantle o'er the earth. 
And we note the silent folding 

As we nestle 'round the hearth. 
And we feel the day's departing 

Though so transient was her light. 
We no longer can restrain her. 

She is yielding to the night; 

So, we sit and watch the twilight 

Of a life, with years far spent. 
And we feel the shadows creeping 

As the feeble form low bent 
Passes in and out before us 

In a peaceful Mess't review, 
And we'd stay the fading glimmer 

Of the golden sombre hue. 
10 
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But while rays of light still linger 

We would glance from eve to mom. 
Retrospectively in fancy 

To the time when she was bom. 
Tis indeed a stretch of vision 

Back along the flight of years. 
Many mile-stones, many mountains. 

Many valleys wet with tears. 



But the journey's end is nearing. 

Joyful let us make the close. 
Turn the lights on, bring the music. 

Let no phantoms interpose. 
Kiss away the dreaded shadows, 

Laugh and sing with joy and glee 
As she sang for us at evening, 

Children at our mother's knee. 



Yes, 'tis evening, but the morning 

Of a new day soon will dawn, 
A day when comes no twilight. 

And no cares or tears are known. 
Though to-day we ipeet to cheer her. 

Count her age four score and seven. 
There will be no years recorded 

In our meeting up in Heaven. 
11 
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GONE MOTHER 

Laid down to rest. Tired heart. 

Slipped away from the busy throng. 
Fallen asleep but to waken 

'Midst the rapture of glory and song. 
To revel in eternal splendor 

Of Heaven's illumined vast space, 
With friends waiting long for thy coming 

Who now smile at thy transfigured face. 
To sing the glad song of redemption. 

To praise him who died to redeem. 
To accept the reward of the faithful 

And realize long life's day dream. 
Gone? Not far, and the veil intervening, 

'Twixt the apartments of earth and Heaven, 
Will be lifted ere long and the pleasure 

To join thee will to us be given. 

THE STORM 

"He maketh the storm a calm so that 
The waves thereof are still." Psalm 107*29. 

The night hangs dark above my weary head. 
The black clouds threatening lower, 

I shriek, I cry, I crouch with fear and dread, 
I draw my loved ones near me, close the door 
12 
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And call to Him who ruleth earth and sky, 
"Keep us all safe, spare, Father, spare, 

Let not Thy wrath be dealt again that I 
Must yield another treasure, do not tear 

My darling from my now already lonely home, 
Let the storm pass, I can not, can not give 

Her bacjc to Thee as yet, my heart will break. 
Please, Father, hear my cry, 'Let baby live.' " 

But, ah, the storm, the pitiless, the constant beat 
Of wind, of pelting hail and snow, 

And all the elements combine in rain and sleet 
As ever and anon it thunders "Let her go/' 

The morning dawns, the storm is passed. 
The little form lies quiet in her bed, 

Friends gather 'round and whisper words to 
cheer, 
To comfort, for, alas, my child is dead. 

But who can tell me why she could not stay. 
Why my poor heart-strings broken thus must 
be? 

O, answer, ye who can, for I must know. 
My brain is wild, I can not see. 

I rest, I sleep, I dream, I wake. 
My faithful friends beside my bedside stay, 
13 
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And a8 I ope' my eyes, they smile and take 
My hands in theirs and sweetly sa^: 

''Be cahn, dear one, 'tis well with her. 
She plays with angels now, and never more 

Shall fears or anxious thought for her be known. 
Well join her soon, 'tis but a day she's gone 
before. 

''Perhaps those little feet so glad to nm 
On errands for her loved ma-ma all day 

Mig^t tired grown in later years, and gone 
From out the little beaten path astray. 

"That sweet angelic face, that angd form. 
That brought us naught save love, knew not a 
cross 
Which lifeless lies before us, though our hearts 
crush, 
'Tis better, yes, 'tis better thus by far, than 
lost" 

And so, although I can not understand, 
I upward look and give my treasure back to 
God 
And say, "Thy will be done," "Thou knowest 
best," 
And pass at His command beneath the ^rod" 
14 
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TO ANNA M. McMAHON MERCER 

In 

Memoriam. 

Death, death, thy hand O how relentless I 
How hard to endure thy inflicting test! 

Why hast thou entered thus unbidden 
And robbed us of our loved and best? 

Long hast thou knocked, and begged admittance. 
The answer thou rcceived'st was "Nay," 

But like a "Strong man armed" thou'st entered 
The portals of the house of clay. 

Entered, ah, death! Thou cruel robber. 
Enough to break hearts brave and stout; 

Our prayers, our tears, how unavailing; 
Anna, our loved one, followed thee out 

Yes, she has gone, her place is vacant. 
At home, at church, in mission-field. 

Where e'er we look where work is needed 
We miss the hands of untiring zeal. 

Hands that knew no rest, no lagging. 
When work pressed hardest, toilers few. 

Barriers high to be surmounted. 
Ever in front, always in view, 
15 
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Encouraging forward, stood our Anna. 

Helping a weak one, leading a blind, 
"Onward," her watchword, fearing lest any 

In the hard contest be left behind. 

But Anna has gone. In heat of battle 
Her words, her smiles, will no more cheer. 

But see her works lie all about us 
Pointing us to Heaven and her. 

Yes, the grave has claimed our leader. 

But sisters, let us courage take. 
Renew our vows, and fight life's battles 

Better, braver, for her sake; 

And when around his throne in Heaven 
We walk with her and praises sing, 

We'll say "Grave, where is thy victory? 
Ah, death, where is thy sting?" 

BABY'S HAIR 

I am sitting at the threshold fondling with a token 

rare 
That our darling one has left us, just a little 

lock of hair. 

I sit and look upon this gem while on its texture 
fair 

16 
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I muse and think the while, tfiere's none like this, 
my darling's hair. 

Twas morning ere the dawn of day, our hearts 

were in despair^ 
"He breathes no more" they faintly said "Let's 

take a lock of hair. 

" TwUl be as a memento for the heart-stricken 

pair." 
So while I watched them through my tears they 

took this lock of hair. 

And gently gave it me and said, "Naught else had 

he to share." 
And so I treasure it the more, this precious lock 

of hair. 

The little head that bore this tress, this golden 

tress so fair 
So often have I smoothed and kissed as now this 

lock of hair. 

But now, alas, I can not give a loving mother's 

care. 
But God will keep my baby boy, and I the lock 

of hair. 

And when I think of holy words "To meet thy 
God, prepare," 

17 
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I think of Herbie in his anns and loss this lock 
of hair. 

SOME DAY 

Some day earthly friends will gadier 

'Round my bed-side whispering low. 
Note the heart-throbs, flying pulses. 

Labored breaths that come and go. 
They will stroke my hands so fondly. 

Wipe the cold sweat from my brow. 
Drop the tear of bitter anguish. 

All so weak and helpless now. 

They will watch till all is over. 

Leave my pallet one by one, 
Planning now for love's last tokens. 

Faithful till the last act done. 
Here and there a group will cluster. 

Talk of kindly loving deeds. 
Of the joy I found in doing 

For my friends what e'er their needs. 

Some day I shall meet my Saviour. 

Face to face Him I shall see. 
What will He say? How receive me? 

And on which side shall I be? 
Shall I see Him smile and beckon 

Me up on His right to stand? 
18 
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Hear Him say, "Blest of my Father, 
Come enjoy this goodly land, 

For 'tis He who hath prepared it 

For the merciful and good, 
Such as thou, child, for thou gavest 

To the needy raiment, food. 
Comfort to the sick and troubled. 

To the erring thou wast kind. 
And to faults of him thy brother, \ 

Thou wast deaf, and dumb, and blind. 

Peevish words, and all unkindness 

Thou wast faithful to forgive. 
And by overcoming evil 

Thou hast proven how to live. 
Can it be I'll hear him speak thus? 

Let my walk much closer be 
Lest I hear him say "Depart ye. 

Thou wast never known to me." 

REWARDED 

If, when 1 leave the home-land cross the border, 
Step over to the promised land beyond. 

Where I shall meet the countless number gath- 
ered. 
Strangers all, save the few of whom I'm fond, 

And I am introduced to them by an angel. 
And when my name is called I hear one say, 
19 
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"O, joy, has she come? Praise the Master I 
But for her words I'd not be here to-day." 

If one should say, as now I with them mingle, 
"O, you were such a constant help to me, 

Oft has my blood been made again to tingle 
When faint I fell and you bent over me, 

And whispered some sweet, timely word so cheer- 
ing 
To my discouraged, weary, helpless soul. 
Twas balm to my poor aching heart and hearing, 
It strengthened me to strive again to reach the 
goal." 

Or if there should be one who came to greet me, 
And gave in loving grasp an out-stretched 
hand. 

And said "Your life was such an inspiration, 
It caused me in my weakness oft to stand. 

"For I had seen your head bowed low in sorrow, 
Trouble, anxiety and disappointment keen. 

Had often been your lot to bear, but through it 
ever 
Upon your face a trustful smile was seen." 

And I was led to ask "Whence came that power 
Which strengthened till it seemed you paid no 
heed 

20 
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To battling stonn? And I then sought your God, 
Who also strengthened me in every time of 
need. 

And I am here because I learned to trust him, 
To love and serve Him as I saw you do." 

This would repay me for the life of service 
And sweeter be the bliss of Heaven that I 
should know. 

HE WILL REWARD 

Words can't express the anguish and the heart- 
ache. 
Nor numbers reach the scalding tears — ^the cost — 
To those whose lives unselfishly are given, 
And only see as recompense "Love's labor lost." 

Ofttimes when I in love and faith have striven 
To speak, or do a kindly act for others' good. 
And I have found my words, my efforts, all un- 
heeded. 
My motives wrongly judged and I misunderstood, 

I've sorely wept because I blundered blindly, 
Faint and discouraged sat I down and said 
"Ah, foolish me ! to toil so hard that only 
Rebuke and gross ingratitude be poured upon my 
head." 

21 
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Then thought I of my Lord and all his labors, 
Who knew the want of friends in darkest hour 
And said, "Abide in me"; "I'll ne'er forsake 

thee"; 
'*I will remember and reward"; "I have all 

power." 

Ah, soul, whose pathway leads in vale or moun- 
tain 
Among the thankless unappreciative throng, 
His eye can look down deep e'en to the fountain 
From which wells up thy deeds. He will reward, 

FLAG OF THE iiith O, V. L 

Old flag, I look in wonder, as in awe 

I stand by thee to-day; 

How oft the/ye told me — ^those who saw 

Thee borne through many a fray, 

Of bloody battle through which thou 

Didst bravely stem the storm 

Of flying bullets, missies, every size. 

And seemly every form. 

Yes, I can well believe the stories they relate, 
For thou can'st not deceive ; 
The tell-tale marks of cruelty need no debate 
To prove thou didst receive 
Naught but the buffeting and taunts of meanest 
jeer 
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From villains rudely cast. 

But through it all thou waved defiantly to cheer 

The hands that held thee fast. 

Thou tattered, faded, battle-scarred old tag I 

What scenes thou'st looked upon, 

Since, when in beauty's freshness, a clean flag. 

Thou floated proudly o'er a thousand sons ; 

A thousand brave young hearts with buoyant 

hope 
Marching to what they little knew; 
But ah ! To-day, like thee, with marks of age 

and war, 
They stand — ^the noble, brave, true-hearted few. 

Who proudly hold thee up in reverence and love 

And share the glory won, 

And drop a tear for comrades brave who fell, 

That thou mightst stand nor. shun. 

Nor flinch from piercing bullets, bursting shell, 

But o'er the din and gore 

Thou mightst triumphant wave, though scenes 

of hell 
Were waged in battle sore. 

Ah! Dear Old Glory ! Once red, white and blue. 
Deride thee now who dare or can ; 
One Htmdred and Eleventh, brave and true. 
Will still defend thee to a man. 
23 
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And when Old Father Time, his sickle keen shall 

thrust, 
And we are forced to fall, 
Thou'lt stand, a monument of hope and trust. 
Revered and loved by all. 

"GREETING TO 'SONS OF VETERANS' " 

Surprised by Comrades and Ladies of 
the G. A. R. 

Sons of Veterans, Camp Toledo, Hurrah I 
Here comes in to see you your Pa and your Ma. 
Want to know how you're doing, how getting 

along. 
To bid you "Good cheer," maybe sing you a song. 

Never mind "dusting up" you're house-keeping's 

all right. 
We hope that you're well and 'twill be your 

delight 
To see us* come in. Not long will we stay, 
A greeting, a word, then we'll hasten away. 

Your Pa's very proud of his fine-looking sons. 
Says he's glad that you're not called to shoulder 

your guns 
And go as did he, when younger by far. 
In defense of our country when plunged into war. 
24 
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And your Ma never fails when offering prayer. 
To ask God to bless him^ dear old G. A. R. 
And the flag that we love, the home that he saved. 
Over which has the flag ever since proudly 
waved. 

O, the price that was paid the title to quiet. 
Pay oflF heavy mortgages, settle the riot, 
Remove the line-fence constructed to sever 
Our own native land, to which Pa said "never/* 

And "never" it was, for be knocked every rail 
From off that old fence and set them a-sail. 
And "Mason and Dixon" lies low in the grave. 
And neither the North nor the South own a slave. 

But your Pa's getting old, and only too soon 
Will his mantle slip off and by you be put on. 
May his spirit of patriotism too with it fall 
That you'll ready for duty be at any call. 

And, Sons, there's an evil in our land to-day, 
A blight on her fair name. How long must it 

stay? 
'Tis the legalized trafiic in liquor and beer. 
Costing more precious lives than all wars every 

year. 

Your Pa freed this country from slaver/s chains, 
'Tis yours now to see that the flag has no stains« 
25 
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With the help of your Ma, your sisters and wives, 
You can drive from this land the saloon and its 
dives. 

Then three cheers and hurrah I for our veteran 

sons. 
Let them shoot the ballots, their Pa fired guns, 
Let their batteries silence each discordant note. 
And herald the day that their Ma can vote. 

THE WANDERER'S REVERIE 

Homesick 

As I sit fondly gazing far out o'er the mountains. 
Their peaks so uplifted toward the blue sky, 
I fain would look o'er them, yes, far, far beyond 

them. 
But O, how absurd when I think, they're so high. 

Ambition is noble, but O, how deceitful. 

We grasp at the phantom it lured us .to chase. 

But awake to the knowledge our hands are quite 

empty. 
And thousands of miles we're behind in the race. 

Oh, could I like Moses, ascend to thy summit 
And gaze for a moment on childhood's dear home, 
26 
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The friends that I love and "The scenes that I 

cherish," 
The pleasures from which I was tempted to xx>ani. 

Thrice blessed Sierras! Thou snowy-capped 

monster, 
Thou'dst soon find the wanderer perched on thy 

crest. 
In rapture beholding the loved, though deserted, 
The far-away cottage, the spot I love best 

One moment gone, I would plead for another. 
The cup of sweet bliss I would drain to the last 
To quench the hot thirst for one glance at my 

mother 
Ere the boon was denied me, my vision had 

passed. 

And father I O, joy, just a look in that old face 
Would be such a feast to my soul and my 

strength 
That I could endure with ease and not murmur, 
I fancy, a fast of e'en forty days length. 

Temptation? O, who could resist the temptation 
Like Jesus, to eat when an hungered and faint? 
I fear thee, thou'rt surely akin to ambition, 
I've courted, I hate thee, thou'dst ruin a saint 
27 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



FRIENDS AND FRIENDSHIPS 

My dearly loved sister, how could I forget facr? 

Could I ? O, no, she is here in my heart. 

But to see her dear face from the height of the 

mountain 
(O lofty ambition, inspiring thou art). 

I would gain a position on some jutting bowlder, 
Through the door of her dwelling that plain I 

might see 
The sister, the wife, yes, the mother behold her, 
With the "pet of the household" at play at her 

knee. 

Those dear loving brothers, who fondly protected 
And guided my footsteps through girlhood from 

wrong. 
Who fought for the flag that to-day waves above 

us. 
Who cheered the old home with their music and 

song. 

I'd look down my thanks from my great elevation. 
As I gazed on their faces now saddened with 

care, 
I'd ask for a blessing on each's habitation 
And each member a "Place" in the "Mansions 

prepared." 

There's another, a cottage whose inmate I'd visit, 
I fancy she sits by the window to-day 
28 
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Looking anxiously out and longingly waiting 
For one wc both love, who enticed me away. 

His mother, her name on his lips so oft lingers 
I'd note every movement, I'd steal every thought, 
And conceal them away so that no one could 

hinder 
Me telling him often of her whom I sought 

Ah, methinks, could I look on the scenes that 

are painted 
So bright by ambition with no brush or quill, 
I could retrace my foot-steps and happily nestle 
In the joys of my home at the foot of the hill. 

Written for 

"OLD FOLKS MEETING," 

July 28, 1889. 

I 
"Honor thy father and thy mother, that thy 
days may be long in the land." 

Why wait for our friends, our loved ones to go 
From earth, full of sorrow and trouble and woe. 
To the joys of yon Heaven, so blissful and 

bright, i 

Ere we think of their good deeds to speak or to 

write. 

29 
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Tis the custom to lay all the malice and ill 
We may feel toward our friends in the grave* 

which they fill, 
And to speak of them dead, as good, and as kind. 
But while living, few virtues, little worthiness 

find. 

So passing through life, little care, time, or 

thought 
We bestow upon others whose lives may be 

fraught 
With pleasures or panics, with sorrows or joys, 
Few smiles and few tears, little praise we employ. 

To lighten a burden, to honor good deeds. 

To point out the fruit, the result of good seeds 

Sown in meekness, and humbleness, mercy and 

love, 
To be reaped in a glorious harvest above. 

But when deaf to all honors and blind to all tears. 

When smiles no more gladden and praise no more 
cheers. 

Forgiveness availeth naught, unheard our re- 
grets 

For harsh words, unkindnesses, untold neglects. 

We stand by the dead, we weep we deplore 
The loss of a friend we ne'er valued before, 
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Remorseful we gaze, forgiving all wrongs 
In him to whom now we know credit belongs. 

But our dear ones, our nearest are slipping away. 
One by one they are going, no stop, no delay. 
Very soon the grim reaper with sickle shall come 
And take from this field the ripened grain home. 

O, the silvery heads, how with fulness they bow, 
Ripe with age, and with honors, with works they 

can show 
As success of a life-time in usefulne3s spent. 
Up the long forenoon grade, down its rapid de- 
scent. 

Till their sun in the western horizon is seen 
Sinking low, almost kissing the verdure so green. 
And we pause to recall, ere it sinks out of view. 
Deeds of kindness undone, words of comfort their 
due. 

We children, who once at their knees gathered 
'round 

To receive their instruction, their wisdom pro- 
found. 

Know their value now better than even in youth, 

Their counsels so wise, their lessons of truth, 

Oft repeated in sorrow, anxiety, tears. 
Yet patient till perfect submission appears, 
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To reward them for love that will ever endure. 
To bring back the wayward from paths made to 
lure. 

Who can tell what for love for us, daughters and 
sons, 

These wise though gray heads, these brave hearts 
have borne? 

And, too, who knows the part we have played 

In securing their homes in ''The mansions pre- 
pared." 

Who can tell? Ah, God knows 'tis a burdensome 

route 
From earth up to Heaven, with weights hung 

about 
To drag us down, e'en when a step we would 

rise. 
But weights are great safe-guards to him who 

fast flies. 

"We can not gain Heaven with one single bound," 
We must build our own ladder, round after 

round. 
"And we rise by the things that are under our 

feet," 
By trials overcome which daily we meet. 

And who knows but that we, though oft wayward 
and wild 

<2 ...... ...... J 
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Have aided their progress? for love for a child. 
Does help us to bear many burdens and cares 
And leads to the fountain of knowledge in 
prayers. 

For wisdom and guidance, for grace to endure, 
And points out new duties, new paths to pursue, 
And each path of duty leads steadily on. 
Till the last deed recorded, we hear the "Well 
done." 

If so, God be praised, it was His plan, not ours. 
To Him be the honor, the glory, the power. 
Who can change into blessings, eternal and grand. 
The afflictions of earth which are on every hand. 

And to them be the joy of an eternal home 
For those who "Through much tribulation have 

come," 
Having overcome earth, its temptations and sin. 
Bearing victory's palms, they with songs enter in. 

And, to us be the comfort, assurance most sweet. 

That sometimes we were angels (disguised most 
complete) 

And we smile as we think (it need not be ex- 
plained) 

How we were by them at such "times" enter- 
tained. 
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God bless the dear, tired, forgetful old heads. 
All the pranks of our childhood from them long 

since fled. 
And the same love that guided our footsteps safe 

through, 
Beams upon us to-day the same loving and true. 

I have thought, many times of my prospect of 
Heaven. 

Wondered can all my sins and neglects be for- 
given? 

After all of the turmoils, and world's anxious 
strife, 

Shall I have a crown then of eternal life? 

Did my hopes of eternity rest or depend 
Upon the opinion of near earthly friends 
And I left to choose before whom to appear, 
I should have not a doubt, not a shadow of fear. 

I would of all earth make choice of just three. 
And from out this small group of dear saints they 

would be. 
Let me have my good father. Uncle Dana, so 

dear. 
And beloved Aunt Matilda, and my chances are 
, clear. 

I fancy I now see them inside the gate. 
As I approach gently to learn of my fate. 
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I believe I'd surprise them by tiptoeing in. 
So sure would I be of a welcome from them. 



My father would say, as he came forth to greet, 
"Well, Rose, you have come. Right by me here's 

a seat ^ 

I've kept for you, knowing you'd soon be along. 
Come in, you're thrice welcome, you never did 

wrong." 

Uncle Dana would draw me so close to his breast. 
Press a kiss on my lips and say "Come, sis, and 

rest. 
With the good of all earth come abide evermore. 
You have never known sin, all your hardships are 



And I see Aunt Matilda's dear smiling old face. 
As she comes forth to meet and assign me a 

place, . 
Over-joyed she exclaims, "I just knew you'd 

come. 
All the good of the earth are fast coming home." 

Ah, but when I remember before whom I'll stand, 
My life-work recorded by angel's own hand. 
Whether evil or good, it will all there appear, 
And no earthly friend can there interfere. 
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My heart almost sinks with discouragements dire. 
I can think of no good thing I've done to aspire 
To a kingdom eternal with Jesus on high, 
And so much of life has already gone by. 

But now, as we see these dear aged ones to-day. 
Grown old in the service of Jesus who say, 
"Be faithful, have patience, overcome, He will 

bless, 
Do His bidding and God will take care of the 

rest." 

Let us start out anew on our journey to Heaven, 
Thanking God for such friends and the helps he 

has given. 
And trusting more perfectly now in his love 
Keep closer the path leading upward above, 

Where, seated around His eternal bright throne. 
Shall be found all the pure, all the good who have 

done 
The will of the Master, among whom shall be 
These fathers and mothers, God grant it we pray. 

THE. CHRISTMAS STORY 

"Auntie, please tell me a story," 
And a pair of plump arms softly twined 

Around me as lazily thinking 
In the old morris chair I reclined, 
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A face nestled down to mine closely. 

And a coaxing voice prattled away. 
"Tell me something that long ago happened 

On a lovely Christmas day. - 

/' 
"O, the stories you used to tell us 

When at evening we gathered near 
With mouths agape to listen. 

Ready to laugh or cheer. 
Or even to cry if a sad one 

Chanced to pop in your dear old head. 
Then you cheered us up with a bright one 

And scampered us oif to bed. 

"Now think of a good one this time, 

It's a long, long time you know 
Since Fannie and Lill crouched at your feet. 

And I sat on the chair arm so." 
"O, yes," I said as I took her hands, 

"You're a young lady now, I see. 
You want a story of adventure 

Of some gallant knight devotee/' 

She smiled, my sweet niece Mabel, 
And I shook up my sleepy brain. 

For I'd watched her since my coming 
And wondered again and again, ^ 

How best to approach her to tell her 
Things of which I felt anxious to speak, 
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To make her life noble and useful, 
And in every way more complete. 

For Mabel, light-hearted and thoughtless. 

Though loving and kind in extreme, 
Went wild over "fancy work" never content 

Till the latest in art she had seen. 
The parlor, the sitting room, porches, 

Were banked with the pillows she'd made. 
The tables were covered with pieces i 

Of embroidery of all shapes and shades, 

! 

The walls were decked with paintings ! 

Which her hands had dexterously wrought. I 

The mantles were loaded with bric-a-brac ! 

That her pin-money had bought, j 

And I heard her say to her mama 

Only that very same day, | 

"What shall my Christmas present 

Be this year for cousin May? i 

! 

"She has everything I can think of 

O, now, I've just thought what I'll do, 
I'll make her a pillow like Myrtle's, 

That's handsome, and then it is 'new,' 
Let's see: There's the silk, that's a dollar. 

The braid and embroidery-silk, three. 
The ribbon, six yards for the ruffle, ' j 

A dollar and a half that will be. ^ 

3? 
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"The down-pillows now are ninety-five cents, 

I have three weeks to get it done, 
To-morrow I'll run down and get it. 

For I ought to have it begun." 
I counted it up on my fingers, 

Six dollars and ninety-five cents, 
'And three weeks of nerve-straining labor, 

The latter of small consequence 

To May, who will look on that beautiful thing 

Admire it for richness and style. 
And place it among her numerous gifts 

As one more to swell the pile. 
As one more obligation 

Next year to be returned, 
For anything less for Mabel 

The very idea'd be spumed. 

So I counted the cost of her many things 

Of time, and labor, and brain, 
Till I almost lost my own head. 

And had scarcely survived the strain 
When she asked me for the story, 

"Something of long ago," 
it must be "good" and of "Christmas." 

"Well, dearie, you limit me so. 

But I'll try to please you," I answered, 
"With a story once told me 
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While I was being entertained 

By a woman of Galilee. 
I thought it a pleasing legend, 

As the children gathered near 
This simple peasant mother, 

So quiet and eager to hear. 

"I would like to paint you the picture 

As in fancy now I see 
The little group in the way-side cot, 

The family of Galilee." 
"Yes, do," said Mabel, "I'd love to hear 

About peoples and places one sees 
While traveling in that far country. 

Do tell me. Auntie, please." 

The story was of a mother 

Who with her daughters three — 
Lived near that far-famed city 

On the shore of Galilee. 
And the word had come to the city 

That a man of power great 
Was now on his journey thither. 

And the people were gathering to wait 

For they said "he healed and comforted 

The sick, the afflicted and poor, 
The blind could see, the deaf could hear 

And the lame walked with crutches no more; 
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That he'd met on his way a woman 

He her life with its deeds had revealed. 

He had told her He was the Messiah 
And no longer could He be concealed," 

For hastening to all her acquaintances 

She urged them to "Come and see" 
This wonderful man, the great prophet 

Who was journeying toward Galilee, 
And they said that many Samaritans 

Whom all Jews passed by with scorn. 
Believed Him "The sent from Heaven" 

The Babe at Bethlehem bom. i 

They were bringing their sick, even lepers 

Came timidly anxious to see 
Him who had power to heal them 

If truly such one could be. 
And friends of this mother and daughters 

Hastening down from the hill to the pass 
Stopped to urge them to join the company 

Ere the people had gathered en masse. 

"For see," say they to the mother, 
"From all points they're gathering in. 

To see Him who healeth diseases | 

And even forgiveth sin. N 

Hasten, do. Let's be oflF, do not tarry. 
Soon the crowd will forbid us to see 
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"The wonderful man, the coming King, 
Who journeys through Galilee." 

"O, friends," spake the mother, smiling, 

"Don't be in such eager haste. ' 
My children must be in readiness, 

And he may not come for days. 
We'll join you perhaps to-morrow. 

But we've much to do to-day, 
My daughters and I will be ready 

Ere He passes along this way." 

So the friends pressed on without them. 

And they to their tasks were bent. 
Their pretty gowns and dainty skirts 

Must be laundered ere they went, 
Their ribbons and laces cleaned and pressed, 

For abased would she be to know 
That her daughters were not the finest dressed 

Of all who to see Him should go. 

Thus the day was spent in preparing. 

Even into the hours of night. 
To be ready upon the morrow 

To take their early flight. 
"For the children must see the Master, 

Perhaps He'll some favor show 
My daughters, attired so beautifully," 

Said the mother who loved them so. 
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The morning dawned in its splendor. 

The journey at last was begun. 
Neither wrinkle nor spot were visible 

Upon any article worn. 
Down the hillsides they eagerly glided. 

Wondering where the people to find. 
For it seemed now the hill-folk had all gone. 

And they were far distant behind. 

Now and then they met some peasants 

Who could nothing relate, young or old 
Had heard of nothing uncommon 

And smiled at the story they told. 
Then eagerly on till the roadside 

They reached and looked up and down. 
Knowing not, whether go to meet Him, 

Or follow Him into the town. 

"Could it be He had gone?" they questioned, 

"Passed on to the city so soon?" 
We've made such haste to get here, 

'Tis even now scarcely noon. 
While halting now quite undecided 

Which way would be safest to go. 
They heard voices toward the city 

And hastened that way, when lo: 

Many people they met now returning 
All excited and anxious to tell 
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The wonderful things He had spoken. 

The miracles He did as well. 
For they, many days had followed 

And witnessed His deeds of power. 
They believed not from "idle rumor/' 

But from watching Him every hour. 

"And where is he now?" asked the mother. 

"Our disappointment is great/' 
"Ah/' they answered, "Passed on up the moun- 
tain. 

They pressed Him, He could not wait 
He sought a place of refuge 

Away on the mountain side, . 
But they're thronging after Him, and no rest 

Can he get till evenrtide. 

"You're too late, for ere you could reach him 

'Twould be far, far into the night. 
And He may pass on in the morning 

Even before it is light." 
While they talked there came a leper 

With hands now smooth and white. 
Whose face was yesterday all spots 

To-day is clean and bright 

They knew him and not hearing 

The usual cry "unclean," 
They gazed in wonder but not a sign 

Of the loathsome disease was seen* 
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Many others came, now leaping. 

Now shouting aloud in glee. 
Praising God for the man who could heal them. 

And was passing through Galilee. 

"How can we return and not see him/* 

Spake the mother, "He's so far away." 
And the children in their disappointment 

Upbraided her for the delay. 
"For, see," say they, "He careth not 

Whether gaily or poorly clad. 
For he healed those poor helpless creatures 

Who sought him and made them glad. 

"Could we have gotten a glimpse of Him 

How thankful indeed we would be. 
Our lives would be made better. 

While we dwell in Galilee. 
For beautiful lessons he taught them 

And blessed all who to him came. 
Had we left off the toiling and hastened at once. 

We His blessing would had just the same." 

Now back to their home in the foot-hills 
Their steps they began to retrace, 

'Twas evening when weary they entered, 
Finding order supreme every place. 

'Twas a home not of splendor or riches. 
But adorned with much beauty and skill 
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Fonns of flowers, birds and animals. 
Were dexterously stitched in to fill 

The centers of many draperies 

And hangings on walls and doors, 
Most beautiful linens and covers for beds 

And hand-made rugs for floors. 
From such close application these children's eyts 

Were beginning to dim with the strain, 
Little wonder their nerves were shattered. 

And they murmured again and again, 

"O, could we but have seen Him 

Our eyes He'd made strong we know. 
Will he never, never come this way s^gain?" 

And their tears now fully flow. 
But their eyes were only made worse from tears, 

And their bodies weakened with grief, 
For the man of Galilee had passed on. 

And afforded them no relief. 

"O, Auntie that's such a sad one. 

What a foolish mother sure. 
Only think what a disappointment 

For those children to endure. 
After hearing of all he for others did 

They could think of their own needs more, 
And their longing to see Him would only increase 

As they thought of it o'er and o'er. 
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"But, Auntie, that's not of Christmas, 

It makes me feel so sad, 
Now tell me something of Santa QauSj^ 

Something to make me glad." 
"Ah, Mabel, not of Christmas? 

To be sure it's not of the day 
He was bom a babe in the manger. 

But the day he came that way. 

"That's the best day of all my dariing. 

For tell me of what avail 
To us, though the Christ was bom and died 

And arose again, if we fail 
To see Him as he passes by, 

Our minds and hands so intent, 
Like the mother's on things unimportant 

That we fail to observe the event?" 

"How often I've thought, does my Mabel 

Ever think of the Christ, 'the way' 
While planning her loving tokens 

Of friendship for Christmas day? 
Does she know that the best, the greatest gift 

That to mankind e'er was given 
Was not only to friends, but to enemies as well 

That through Him they might all gain 
Heaven? 

"And I've prayed that her young and tender 
heart 
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Might let Him come in to stay. 
To bless and make her life beautiful 

From the coming Christmas day. 
And that these little hands so skilled and deft 

Might learn to write His name, 
And send to friends both far and near 

The stoiy of His fame. 

'•1 

"That many souls shall learn of Him 

And be turned to righteousness, 
That her loving deeds like stars shall shine 

The world to cheer and bless." 
She drew her arms closer about my neck 

And held me a moment still, 
I said "Darling, promise you'll give Him your 
heart," 

And she presently whispered, "I will." 

Next morning I saw my Mabel 

With face serenely sweet. 
With resolute calm expression 

Looking out from the window-seat, 
I approached and sat down beside her, 

And she turned her blue eyes so straight. 
Into mine and said, "I must confess Him 

It seems I can hardly wait, / 

"I don't want Him, Aunty, to pass me by. 

And He may never come so near 
As he is this very morning; 
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I can feel His presence here. 
The desire to love and serve Him 

Never entered my thoughts before, 
I want Him to come and abide with me. 

And 111 work for Him ever more." 

That evening at prayer-meeting 

The people with great surprise. 
Saw before the service ended 

A sweet young girl arise, 
And with much earnestness relate 

Her purposes so grand, 
To live for Christ and faithful prove. 

Whatever the demand. 

I watched the angelic creature 

As in her baptismal robe 
She stood beside the minister 

Ready to obey her Lord, 
And it seemed when she 'rose from the water 

I could see the spirit shine 
Upon her peaceful, happy face, 

To me she looked divine. 

No one suggested to Mabel, 

Alone she was left to decide 
The way she would serve the Master 

In whom she was now to abide. 
For days she was quiet and thoughtful. 

Talked little of Christmas plans, 
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To the pillow she never alluded j 

Till oae eve, with a book in her handa» 

She entered my room like a fairy 

And whispered quite low in my ear, 
"I've a secret to tell you Auntie, 

That I know you'll be glad to hear." 
Then opening the book drew a letter 

She'd written to May with much care, 
"This, Auntie, I've done with 'these little hands' 

In answer to your prayer." 

I need not read you the letter. 

But before the New Year's dawn. 
May, from that Christmas greeting. 

Gave herself while beautiful, strong. 
To the work of Him of whom Mabel wrote, 

And now many greetings are hurled 
By the hands of these consecrated ones. 

To cheer and bless the world. 

CHRISTMAS— 1898 
To Ruth M. Miller 

Tis Christmas eve and the Christmas chimes 

Peal out their notes of joy. 
But I fasten my door, draw close the blinds. 

To shut in the thoughts of my boy. 
*Tis only a month, a short, short month, / 

Since he looked in my face so sad, 
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The last sweet glance of his precious life^ 
Then how can I laugh, and be glad? 



'Tis Christmas, I know, and I sit and think 

Of the Babe of Bethlehem, 
And four sweet babes go trouping by 

With the Christ, the Saviour of men. 
And I can not but feast on their dear loved forms 

And wonder "Why is it so"? 
Why must we be bom and live, and die? 

Why do we come and go ? 

O, those darling babes, how I long to know 

Just what they are doing to-night. 
Could I but lift the veil between, 

Or look through the mist to the light. 
So I sit by the fireside alone and think, 

Naught else can I do to-night, 
Of the future and past, and my thoughts crowd 
fast 

Making pictures both sad and bright. 

We can not conceive of Heaven they say. 

There's nothing by which to compare. 
And earth-life is all we know to-day. 
What we've seen, what we've been, what we 
are. 
So I sit and recall my childhood years^ 
Look back two scores, for then, 
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Can it be the years go by so fast?— 
I was a lass of ten. 

I remember the ones with whom I played. 

The ones I loved the best. 
How we romped together in sun and shade. 

Together we'd work or rest. 
I think of the places I loved to go, 

The friends I loved most to greet. 
Faces old or young, whether "kith or kin,' 

Were they good, they to me were "sweet^ 



f» 



Two dear old faces of the many I see 

As I backward glance till then. 
Who loved, oft chided, though oftencr praised. 

The wayward lass of ten: 
From ten to twenty, to thirty, yea more. 

To even the second score. 
Their beaming, loving, joyful smiles 

Have cheered me o'er and o'er. 

I think how they often took my hand 

And gently led me on 
When tired of being good or wise. 

"Aunt Matilda" and "Uncle John," 
Can I ever forget their dear old roof. 

As free as my father's own? 
Under which I played, I read, I sung^ 

I ate, I worked, I roamed 
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O, the days of my youth, how near they seem, 

'Tis but a day since then, 
When to school I ran, and back again; 

When I was a lass of ten. 
But many who helped to cheer and bless 

My life in the bygone days, 
like my darlings have passed to the mystic clime, 

Beyond our earthly gaze. 

And I wonder if there it will not be so, 

Whether those who have loved most here 
Will not meet and wander eternity through 

Together, to bless and cheer, 
If, when Leonard reached the "other shore," 

He touched the bank alone? 
Or did the angels summon friends 

To greet and welcome him home? 

Were Grandpa, Frank and Jessie there? 

« Aunt Clara, Wilbur and Nell? 

Bertha, Aunt Hat, and brother ne'er seen? 

And Danny he loved so well? 
Would Ethel be there to sing and play. 

That his joy might be complete? 
As they join in song the heavenly throng 

Who walk the golden street? 

Would he teU them of us? Do they want to 
know? 
Or is knowledge of us to them given? 
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Or do the angels telegraph 

The news from earth to Heaven? 

Could I only know what, they're doing now, 
This lonely Christmas eve; 

Or know that they know I am thinking of them, 
And that in my heart they live. 

Perhaps 'tis well that I can not know 

That this knowledge has not been given, 
Though I can not but feel that the friends of 
earth 

Know best how to please in Heaven. 
And, I fancy, the dear old hands that led 

Me from childhood through joy and tears 
Will lead my darlings till "Mama comes," 

This thought my lone heart cheers. 

Who knows but to-night with gladdened hearts 

They stand 'neath a Christmas tree.*^ 
Who can tell what the fruit of the "tree of life" 

This month may chance to be? 
Does the Christ stand smiling to see their joy 

As they shout aloud and sing 
Praises, and honor, and glory, for aye 

To the Saviour, Redeemer, and King? 

And while they sing, do the voices of earth 

Ascend in their joyful strain. 
To be mingled with theirs, and together reach 

The throne of God and the Lamb? 
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While choirs of angels, here and there. 

Unite in the Christmas song; 
Till the heavens echo with music rare, 

As the hosts tkeir praise prolong. 

O, joys of Heaven, I shall soon know all» 

It can not be long at most. 
Not so far to thee, as back to my youth. 

Shall I always be found at my post 
Doing duty? Foimd ready at any hour 

To be winged to that mystic clime. 
And be with the loved and lost of earth. 

To await those who follow in time? 

"Our life, at most, is but a span," 

It will all be over soon. 
From cradle to grave is but a day. 

Not long is the afternoon. 
We can only watch, and wait and pray. 

Till the Master bids U3 come. 
Though one by one we take our flight. 

We shall all soon be at home, • 

From RosB. 

THANKSGIVING DAY 

O, the happy Thanksgiving days passed years 
ago, 
How we love to recall them to mind 
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When we rambled through woods while the 
dead^ brown leaves fell 
Thick about us, near making us blind. 
Or, perchance the snow's falling, now kept us 
indoors, 
Cracking nuts with the jokes (furnished free). 
And eating with "taffy" and apples galore, 
While the wild turkey mocked at our glee. 



I remember the cottage so humble and poor. 

But the joys of that home none can tell. 
When the unbroken home-circle gathered within 

It was Heaven itself there to dwell. 
I see mother gliding about with a smile. 

From oven to pantry she goes 
With pumpkin pies, mince pies and light cakes, 
the while 

That sweet song that everyone knows 



She is singing, I hear it as plain now as then. 

Wafted in through the low kitchen door. 
As a voice from the comer of old fire-place 

Joins in with tone mellow and low, 
"How firm a foundation ye saints of the Lord," 

Gan I ever those voices forget? 
Shall I hear them again? In "His excellent 
word," 

Is it promised our loved ones we'll meet 
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And know them, as here we are seen and are 
known ? 
O, my joy in that hope how sublime. 
So in faith I look forward to "Mansions pre- 
pared," 
And, in fancy, turn back to the time 
When home was the world, little thought we of 
more, 
All the country was ours to roam 
Through fields, hills, and valleys we rambled at 
will. 
Caring little for naught else but home. 

But, ah, time, how it changes. Its havoc how 
dread 

Since the days of thanksgiving of yore. 
For strangers have taken the place of the dead. 

And the country with homes dotted o'er. 
And multiplied thousands of people now walk 

In the places where freely we strayed 
Unmolested, unnoticed, with laughter and talk, 

Together few children we played. 

And to-day as I pass through the city's strange 
throng, 
'Midst the jostling crowds that I meet, 
The bicycle, street car, the automobile. 

Flying past in mad haste down the street. 
In the hurrying crowds few faces I know. 
Little chance to speak e'en with a friend, 
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I can not but sigh for the long ago time, 
And wonder where these things will end. 

O, what shall it be in the years to come. 

With inventions of every name, 
And peoples from all nations tmder the sun. 

Fast crowding our city's domains? 
I walk on and on to get out of the throng, 

Till I find where the poor people stay. 
I can not say live, I could not call it home, 

Where they're passing their time away. 

From basement to attic floor, crowded for space 

Qimbing rickety stairs all day. 
In tenement blocks, oft in filth and disgrace, 

They are wasting their lives away. 
No place for enjo3rment, mother earth seems too 
small 

To afford them a place for their feet. 
But suspended in mid air, as though waiting the 
call 

To go higher to some other "retreat." 

They are biding their time, poorly clad, lightly 
fed. 
Toiling hard from morning till eve. 
No hope for a better condition in life. 

Nothing left to the world, when they leave. 
And as back through the city's confusion and 
noise 
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I elbow my way yon the street. 
What with songs of blind beggars, and shouts of 
newsboys, 
I am lost in the tumult complete. 

At street comers are stationed the "kettle and 
crane." 

A bell's constant ring greets my ear, 
'Tis a call to assist the blind, halt, and lame, 

To make one day a day of good cheer. 
For our city's poor, "Let them all be fed," 

"Keep the pot boiling" they say, 
And I cheerfully drop in a coin as I pass 

For the dinner on Thanksgiving Day. 

And with it a prayer, and a thought of Him, 

As never before, Who said, 
"Pray ye Our Father, give to us 

This day our daily bread." 
And I pass on in haste to avoid the press 

Till I reach my own room, there alone 
I pour out my heart in thankfulness 

For peace and rest and home. 

And I pray for the willing hearts who work. 

And the liberal hands that give. 
Then again I think of the Saviour's words, 

"Not alone by bread can ye live," 
And I pray for the church, the "Lamb's own 
wife," 
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Let her hands be busy to-day 
Giving out the "Word" "The bread of life," 
Turn the multitude not away. 

For the place is desert as Galilee. 

Though the city is teeming with life, ^ 

There are thousands who're starving and wait- 
ing to see 

Who will bring them the "bread of life/' 
Let the church of God take heed to-day, 

Lest to-morrow of her it be said, 
"Because she neglected, or turned them away 

The multitudes starved for bread." 

Though the loaves be few, and fishes small, • 
"Give ye them to eat" ye have heard, , 

And the same power that multiplied "fishes" and 
"bread" 
Can also increase the "Word." 

A PLEA FOR THE COLORED PEOPLE OE 
THE SOUTH 

'Twas in autumn, the encampment 

Of the "boys in blue" was o'er. 
And they now were hastening southward 

As they did long years before. 
'Louisville really looked lonesome 

When the last camp tent was packed, 
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And for warm good-bys and hand-shakes 
To the veteran nothing lacked 

Yes, southward, all was bustle. 

Said a soldier to his wife, 
"0)me, mother, come, I'll show you 

What you ne'er saw in your life. 
Ill take you to the battlefields 

Where we brave vets once stood. 
With whizzing bullets flying fast. 

Feet damp'd with brother's blood. 

"Ah, little you thought as your girlish head 

Pressed the pillow of sleep that night 
After seeing me down at 'the comers/ 

The war fever at its height. 
When the call was made for volunteers 

To defend the 'stripes and stars' 
And I responded, that we to-day 

Would be here with the G. A. R/s 

" 'Twas 'three years' then, or 'During the War/ 

And we tliought the time was long. 
But this was for life and twenty-five years 

Have passed away life a song. 
Our sons are now the 'Sons of vets,' " 

And he drew up to his full height, 
"And they're ready as was their father 

For 'Uncle Sam to fight' 
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"But come the crowd is moving. 

The trains will be in soon, 
We'll try and get first section 

Which 'pulls out' just at noon, 
If we're there first, we'll stand first chance, 

So don't be dallying 'round 
Talking to this or that one, 

The last to leave the ground 

"You women folks are all alike. 

Each one wants the last word,' " 
And he doffed his hat and blandly smiled 

To the ladies 'round who heard. 
And so we were off, but I could not but thinly 

As away from the city we sped. 
Of the living souls of Louisville 

We were leaving to visit the dead. 

And husband talked of marches, 

" 'Twas the first year of the war. 
And we walked the entire journey 

When I was here before. 
All the way from Cincinnati, 

Over these rugged hills. 
We carried our guns and knapsacks. 

That's the kind of war that kills." 

At Knoxville flags were waving, 
"Old Glory" at every stand. 
And "Welcome Sons of Veterans** 
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We saw on every hand, 
And men with Confederate badges 

Came greeting to extend, 
And offer hospitality 

To their northern brother, friend. 

Accept? With joy and gladness, 

And the city we turned to explore, 
We stood on old Fort Saimders, 

And husband recited o'er 
The conflict there with Longstreet, 

Impossible to conceive 
The awfulness of conditions 

Making history of "Knoxville siege.'* 

Then onward to Chickamauga, 

For dedication day 
Was near at hand and we must see 

Where the great victory 
Was won by Grant's great army. 

Where monuments now mark 
The spots where many heroes fell 

Now enclosed in "National Park." 

O, the din of the bells and the whistles 

As the trains pulled slowly in 
Chattanooga's dingy old depot, 

Dark with faces without and within. 
Those little black faces all 'round us, 

Peering up into ours the while, 
63 



Djgitized by VjOOQIC 



FRIENDS AND FRIENDSHIPS 

"Toat your baggage fo' yo', mistah?" 
Came in shouts that made us smile. 



And over each other they tumbled, 

A "baggage" from **mistah" to secure, 
Little daunting, for kicks or kindness 

Seemed the same to Sambo fer sure. 
If he only could "git a quahtah" 

He'd go "wid yo' " a right smaht trip, 
Toatin' all o' yo' baggage fo' yo'," 

Large parcels or heavy grip. 

**Come on," shouted husband, "Come hurry. 

We must get us a room and be oflf. 
Don't stand looking at the niggers, 

Here, captain, take this, that's the stuff," 
And I hastened with thoughts so bewildering 

After husband and little black Ted, 
Who grinned with the coin in his pocket. 

And the baggage quite safe on his head. 

Said husband, "See that hill out yonder?" 

Pointing up o'er the city so proud, 
**That's Lookout, where brave old Joe Hooker 

Fought the battle above the cloud." 
And I could not but gaze with new interest, 

And contrast that time with to-day, 
For on every hand now we saw "Welcome," 

And "Old Glory" in such grand display. 
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O, gi'and and sublime Lookout mountain; 

To her summit in haste now we went 
By the csir that is drawn up by cable 

Made we fearfully steep ascent. 
"This elevator here/' explained husband, 

"That we ride in to-day, you must know, 
In the sixties we hadn't it running, 

Twasn't fixed up in time for 'Old Joe'/' 

From the summit we looked o'er the city, 

A scene I can never portray. 
With the stripes and the stars in profusion. 

And the people, I see them this day. 
We sat on the old rock "Simset" 

And watched the sun sink out of sight 
Leaving lovely old Lookout mountain. 

Not alone, but in gloaming night. 

Now, we walk up the rugged hillside 

Of historic old "Mission Ridge," 
And list to the heroes of battle 

Pointing out from the crest to the ledge. 
All over that battle-scarred mountain. 

The positions of "blue" and "gray," 
Telling where the contest raged hottest. 

And who won or lost in the fray. 

We climbed to the tops of the towers. 

Wrote our names there that people might know 
Who came after us that we'd been there, 
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But had caught not e'en sight of a foe, 
For the "blue" and the "gray" meet as one now, 

One anny, one country, one flag, 
And alike, side by side, stand the towers 

Of Generals Grant and Bragg. 

We look from their heights so dizzy 

To where husband points and tells when 
He saw of these armies by acres 

Dead, wotmded and dying men. 
All heaped up in mad confusion 

With horses and cannon and gun. 

Yes, the "blue" and the "gray" 
Had been there before, 

But the "blue", the "blue" had won. 

We walked through the silent city 

Where sleep our nation's dead. 
Who fell on that field of carnage. 

And though all these years had fled 
Some names were well remembered 

By comrades who read and knew, 
"He fell out yonder," one would say, 

"Sweet sleep to the boys in blue." 

While husband and companions 

Reviewed their old camp days, 
I stood by the gate and pondered, 

And my thoughts, my heart, my gaze. 
Were unconsciously drifting outward 
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To the city's busy street, 
Where, up and down with hurrying haste 
Went thousands of weary feet. 

I thought of the words of the Master, 

Who the needs of the people could see, 
"Let the dead their own dead bury, 

Come thou and follow me." 
Was He thinking of souls to martial, 

Upon life's battlefield? 
Of long and Weary marches. 

And the grave to which all must yield? 

Then, on as we sped to Atlanta, 

That field of carnage and strife, 
To see where our own noble chieftain 

McPherson laid down his life, 
I scarce could shut out the vision 

Of the sweet, pleading face of our Lord, 
As he looked on the fields white for harvest 

With so few to respond to His word. 

I thought of black faces by thousands 

That swelled the wild throng of the street 
And the cabins we saw by the hundreds, 
. Alike crowded with little black feet. 
And the cotton fields dotted with toilers 

As by them we flew on our way. 
And the ignorant, aimless multitude 
That were idle from day to day. 
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O, that seething mass of humanity, 

How it crowded my vision the while, 
What with noisy train and aching head 

My brain was almost wild. 
I was glad to know when the word was given 

That the end of our journey was near. 
But the same old "Toat yo' baggage, sah?" 

Was the very first greeting to hear. 

The same scenes enacted over again. 

Little varied by something of chance. 
Here too, the Confederate soldier stood. 

We knew by his badge at a glance 
Such welcome, rejoicing we follow to car. 

As far out in the suburbs he goes 
Away from the city's loud clamor and jar. 

To his home to seek rest and repose. 

My cheek pressed the clean downy pillow so 
white. 

But sleep seemed estranged to my eyes. 
Try I ever so hard neither sleep nor rest came, 

And nothing remained but to cry. 
So, while husband and host, on veranda wide. 

Talked war of those terrible years. 
By my comfortless self I lay just inside. 

My pillow bedampt with tears. 

And that dark cloud of beings went up and down. 
And over, and 'round and 'round, 
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I tried to pray, I could only weep, 

No comfort or rest I found. 
I could only murmur in sobs and grief, 

"O, God, let this people go free. 
For with all this suffering for their relief. 

Their redemption cometh from Thee. 

"Send laborers into thy harvest. Lord, 

To tell of the Christ who gave 
His life for the multitude waiting the word, 

The bread of life to save." 
So in tears and broken thoughts of prayer, 

Passed away the hours of night. 
And weary and worn with a burden sad 

I greeted the morning light. 

Yes, bright and beautiful Lord's-day mom. 

We walked in the cool fresh air. 
Mine hostess and I talked "The problem of race," 

While husband and host of "the war." 
They anxious to please, asked our wish for the 
day 

And we sought the church of our choice. 
At evening we worshipped with "cullud folks," 

And it made my heart rejoice. 

There in stately structure, towering high. 

Modem and most complete, 
With pipe-organ pealing its soft sweet strains, 

Wooing souls from the wicked street, 
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We found the pews and platform filled, 

We heard the blessed word 
Proclaimed from earnest, eloquent lips. 

And it seemed my prayer was heard. 

The speaker exhorted to steadfastness, faith. 

Sobriety, cleanliness work. 
To industry, sadly lamenting the fact 

That when pressed hard his people would shirk. 
He said, at the foundries I find the white men, 

Bared to waist, but receiving their cash, 
,Young men prize your freedom, a struggle it cost, 

We endured when under the lash. 

The furnace-fire bums no hotter to-day, 

The foreman is no less kind. 
The work no harder, the hours not so long. 

And at evening there's peace of mind. 
Another day of honest, hard toil. 

And a recompense small or large, 
God's eye is upon us whose servants we are. 

Over whom His angels have charge. 

I listened amazed till the sermon was done. 

And the tones of the music had ceased. 
Enraptured I grasped the warm hands of the 
ones 
Who had furnished me such a feast. 
I said "My brother, your task iis hard. 
As over the country you plod," 
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But he answered with tears streaming down his 
black face, 
"My sister, have faith in God. 

"There is hope for my people in church and in 
school. 

Where the Christian and moral blend. 
Wherever their influence touches I see 

Very plainly the upward trend. 
Go home to the northland, your people inspire, 

Go with hope beaming out on your face, 
Tell them send to us colleges, churches and 
schools. 

And they've solved the problem of race." 

After all the sight-seeing, apd homeward we sped, 

I now sat recounting that strife. 
I saw the four millions of human black souls 

Turned loose in the struggle for life. 
The flag waved above them, but want waged be- 
neath, 

They were homeless and friendless, but free. 
Unfaithful, untaught, no employment, vrithal 

Vague ideas of liberty. 

Then for years without schools, no culture, no 
hope. 
No leader to guide them aright. 
What wonder we find them ignoble, debased. 
Would they be less the same were they white.** 
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But, see, as the speaker most clearly defined, 
There is hope in the schools of the land, 

I'll hasten to tell my friends the great need ' 
Of lending a helping hand. 

Though old glory now floats unmolested and free. 

Between oceans, and gulf, and lakes, 
It waves above ignorance and cruel neglects, 

I'll go home and plead for the sakes 
Of the poor colored people who yet are enslaved, 

In ignorance, shame and sin. 
O, give to them freedom in gospel and school, 

Send it quick that their joy may begin. 

THE RESURRECTION 

'Twas a lovely "Easter service" 

In the old church of the town. 
Pleasing audience faced the pulpit 

Clothed in Easter suit and gown. 
Choir, attired in season's beauty, 

Almost hidden by the palms; 
Potted plants and spotless lilies 

Praised in anthems, songs and psalms. 

"He is risen" sang the chorus. 
And sweet peals from organ thrilled. 

Till all space around, and o'er us, 
Was with blessed music filled. 

"Come and see" the anthem chanting 
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In soft melody sublime, 
Then 'rose voices in full volume, 
Blending with the organ's chime. 

Wave on wave of sounds harmonious 

Rolled across the spacious room. 
"Glory, glory hallelujah, 

Christ is 'risen from the tomb/* 
Thus I sat in holy rapture. 

Quite enveloped in the strains 
Of that heavenly music wafting 

Praise to Him who ever reigns. 

And in ecstacy of glory 

On those bUlows now I 'rise, 
Seemingly I'm floating upward 

Joyfully, toward the skies. 
As I peer up through the cloudlets 

Seems I hear sweet voices sing 
"Swing wide ye gates of glory. 

Open now, receive your King/* 

"Who is this King of Glory?'* 

"Ah, the Lord of hosts is He/' 
"Ah," methought, "the King triumphant" 

Once entombed for me, for me. 
But the tomb he burst asunder 

That assurance He might give 
Though I die and shall be buried 

I, like Him, again shall live. 
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'* Glory, glory, praise and honor. 

Be to God for ever more" 
Now resounding in re-echo, 

Seemed to reach from shore to shore 
Words from voices far above us 

In sweet music seemed to fall, 
"Bring forth the 'Royal Diadem/ 

And crown Hipi Lord of all/* 

I could not but catch the echo 

And repeat it once again 
As I grasped the truth as if anew, 

"Jesus died for sinful man/' 
Yes, I know my Lord is "risen," 

Seated at the Father's side, 
And He knows, and loves, and sees me, 

What e'er good or ill betide. 

Though, when sometimes in my weakness 

I step from His righteous way. 
He will whisper to the Father 

"Lord, forgive Thy child to-day. 
For she knows not, can not comprehend 

How much Thou hatest sin, 
I will strengthen by My spirit. 

Urge, and help her back again/' 

Yes, He hears me and will answer 
When I call to Him in prayer. 
Will rejoice with me in gladness, 
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And in all my sorrows share. 
Though the journey "Through the valley 

Of the shadow," I must take, 
He'll be with me when I go asleep. 

And with me when I wake. 

And in that crucial moment 

When the "Book" shall opened be. 
He'll be there to plead for mercy 

And a crown of life for me. 
Oh, the joy, the peace, the comfort. 

The assurance in His word, 
In the world of endless C3Pcles 

I'll be eVer with my Lord. 

THE HOMELESS SHOP GIRU 

The evening was closing about us, 

The lights of the street just turned on. 
By my window I sat in the gloaming 

Watching passers-by, up and down. 
Some leisurely walking, some riding. 

Some speeding their autos along. 
Some driving fast on the hard pavement, 

Or pedestrian went fast striding on. 

Some richly dressed, others more modest, 
While some were quite poorly attired. 

Some faces were sad, and some happy. 
With a buoyancy ever admired. 
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Twas a beautiful panorama, ^ 
I looked till my vision was dazed. 

And wondered "Now what is your mission?" 
As in each passing face now I gazed. 

Lost to all things save this moving picture, 

I heard the bell give a faint ring. 
I arose to admit the intruder, 

Or find out the message he'd bring. 
At the threshold there stood a young lady. 

Her sweet face turned up to my own, 
While a voice equal faint to the bell-ring. 

Addressed me in timid tone. 

"I sec you have furnished- rooms ma'am," 

I bowed and invited her in. 
And seated her by the window. 

Where so recently I had been. 
I lighted the gas, sat down by her. 

To ask of the room she would take, 
When I saw a tear fall from her eyelash. 

And as quickly to mine sprang its mate. 

For I saw in that sweet face a sadness 
That the timid heart could not express. 

And I noticed that innocence perfect 
Combined both in feature and dress, 

My heart quickly melts with the sorrowing, 
Whatever the nature or cause, 
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But I brushed off the tears and endeavored 
To break the awkward pause. 

I spoke of the beautiful evening, 

Of the people upon the street. 
The many different faces 

Which in going about we meet. 
Her answer I understood clearly 

As her blue eyes through tears shone bright, 
"I hope there's no other so tired 

And discouraged as I am to-night." 

I said "My dear, tell me your trouble, 

Can I help you in any way?" 
She answered "Your rooms are expensive, 

And I have no place to stay. 
I am clerking down at Martin's 

I only get three a week, 
I can't pay so much for a room you see. 

For I must have a little to eat. 

"My meals I take down at the lunch-room, 

I get them for ten cents each. 
My laundry is thirty or forty cents 

And the rent I could not reach. 
My friend and I were together 

In a little room up in a flat, 
We had little furniture and no fire^ 

But we didn't care for that, 
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"If wc only could pay for our lunches. 

And a place to sleep, we said, 
If we did almost freeze while dressing. 

And shiver on going to bed. 
Just so we might keep our positions. 

And have our wages raised 
In time to replenish our wardrobes 

That our employer might be pleased. 

*'And then we could get on better 

In time take a better room, 
And find a better boarding-place, 

A little more like home. 
"For I once had a home/' she continued, 

After a silence brief, 
"But mother died, and the home was lost, 

I have known nothing since but grief. 

"I worked very hard in the schoolroom 

To prepare myself for a place 
Where I might gain support and be useful 

With never a thought of disgrace. 
But, O, it's so hard to struggle 

Alone in the world, I find, 
There's nothing but disappointment, 

And it seems I shall lose my mind." 

"Your friend.?" I suggested, "what of her?" 

She turned her head aside. 
But before she could utter a sentence 
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She broke down completely and cried. 
Then begging my pardon for weakness 

Impossible to control, 
She told me what I had suspected, 

A story so often told. 

"She was such a lovely girl, ma'am, 

O, Heaven, who'd ever have thought 
That Madge could even have been deceived. 

But, O, much more have been bought. 
As I said, we roomed together, 

Our plans and hopes were one. 
We shared every joy, and mingled our tears, 

And to each other's faults were dumb. 

**We wore each other's clothing. 

That we might have a (seeming) change. 
Till all we had was so shabby, 

But, indeed, that isn't strange, 
For with never a penny over 

Our weekly expenses left. 
We could not add much to apparel 

Be our fingers never so deft. 

"We walked with our friends in the evening 
(For we'd no place to ask them to call). 

We were never out late, and we had to do this. 
Or have no company at all. 

And, you know, the time passes much swifter. 
And pleasanter, too, with a friend, 
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Sometimes they would take us to supper. 
And the evening we'd pleasantly spend. 

"I never once thought any harm, ma'am, 
Could come from an innocent walk, 

Or that any intention of evil 

Was meant by their conduct or talk. 

But last evening when we came in our room, 

' I noticed a sudden change 

Had come over Madge, for she scarcely spoke 
And she acted so cold and strange. 

"But soon she explained her actions. 

She gave a defiant stare, 
Tm going to have a better room 

And something better to wear. 
I've pinched, and starved, and frozen. 

As long as I can endure. 
Now you can do as you like,' she said, 

'But I am going, sure.' 

"When I heard these words, had a thunder bolt 

Come crushing through the roof 
I could not have been more surprised. 

And then as though for proof 
She began to collect her belongings, 

And pack all her trinkets away, 
*The dra3rman will call in the morning,' she 
said, 

'Fred gave me the money to pay.' 
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"I argued and cried till morning. 

But nothing did it avail/' 
Again she her sweet face covered 

And uttered a low sad wail. 
"O, God, what will become of Madge, 

It seems my heart will break, 
I know she'll be sorry some day, 

And realize her mistake. 

"But, though she does and bitterly 

Repent her sinful act, 
*Twill be too late to profit. 

Her conduct she can not retract/* 
I offered to go and see her 

And try to persuade her to come 
And stay with us a little while 

And share with her a home. 

We found her in time to save her. 

To a "refuge" she gladly came, 
She said, " 'Twas like the verge of the grave," 

But we saved from a life of shame. 
I often sit by my window now. 

Just as I sat that eve, 
I see the same old picture 

And it always makes me grieve. 

I wonder how many "Madges" 
Arc in the moving throng, 
81 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



FRIENDS AND FRIENDSHIPS 

And if any one will find them 
And save them from going wrong. 

And I wonder if ever the day will come 
When men, who girls employ, 

Will use their power to strengthen and save. 
Instead of debase and destroy. 

For girls can not live on the salaries small. 

Doled out to the thousands to-day, 
Little wonder so many blunder and fall 

When temptation is thrown in their way. 
And I pray that the day m^y not distant be. 

When all cities throughout the world 
Shall have their homes for the helpless, op- 
pressed. 

The innocent, homeless girl. 

GERALDINE 

The winds moan, the night in its drear desolation 
Has drawn its wet mantle of gloom around all, 

I shiver and tremble, so nerve-vrrecked and weak- 
ened. 
And shriek if a shadow before me chance fall. 

But the wind is sweet music, night's darkness and 
bleakness 
Is a heaven^kissed light from the sun's purest 
rays, 
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Compared to the life with its helplessness, weak- 
ness. 
Stretched out in my vision, to end of my days. 

The night with its storm will have soon been 
forgotten, 
The splendor of day wiU have scattered the 
gloom. 
But the night that has settled upon thee, O, 
Geraldine 
Must shroud thee through life, fi'om cradle to 
tomb. 



God knoweth, dear child, all the grief I must 
smother, 
He knoweth the mad, wild desire of my heart. 
To fold thee — ^my own — ^in the arms of thy 
mother 
And hurl to the vnnds things that soon will 
us part. 

Cruel things ! And the world is as friendless as 
cruel. 
Who cares, though my heart-strings are 
snapped like a thread? 
Through life, with the secret of love and its 
sinning 
Alone I must go though loved, yet unwed. 
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And childless? Ah, me! Though thy mother's 
heart yearning 
To claim thee and care for thee child of my 
soul! 
For mine, ah, for his, yes, for our darling Geral- 
dine 
Others must toil and thy future control. 

O, child of my bosom, God's blessing upon thee, 
Alone doth He know what thy future shall be, 

And into whose hands, O, sweet, innocent Geral- 
dine. 
Thou shalt be thrown when taken from me. 

Ah, He knoweth, my child, whether long years 
shall sever. 
Or multiplied thousands of miles intervene. 
Or if circumstance heartless and cold shall for- 
ever 
Spread out like a sea and engulf us between. 

May He watch o'er my treasure and keep her in 
safety 

From vultures and beasts ever lurking for prey. 
As He guarded the life of the child in the rushes, 

O, Geraldine mine, may He shield thee, I pray. 

Hush, with sighings of night winds there comes 
bitter sobbing 
And waitings of grief from a desolate heart, 
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With groanings lamenting the fate which is 
robbing 
A wife of the joys of motherhood's part. 



"No child to receive a fond mother's caresses, 
In vain empty arms are stretched out with a 
prayer 
For love's sacred gift which alone cheers and 
blesses, 
And satiates the longings, and banishes care." 

Can it be, my sweet babe, thy mother's prayer 
answered ? 

Is it she who shall fold thee to her loving breast 
And sing thee sweet lullabies, list to thy prattle 

And lay on her pillow my darling to rest ? 

Yes, 'tis she. Ah, He heareth the cries of the 

penitent. 

He tempers the wind to the lamb that is shorn. 

He comforts the childless and maketh a refuge 

For one that is friendless, disowned and 

forlorn. 



O, Geraldine Child! let me once more embrace 

her. 
Let me bid her farewell with a mother's caress. 
Let me feel her dear cheek pressed to mine like 

soft velvet, 
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When the storm's cruel raging had ceased, and 
the sailor. 
Still clinging to boat by the mad waves far 
blown, 
Dismayed and disheartened, no song 'rose to 
cheer him, 
The singer had gone, he was drifting alone. 

Alone? Nay, not so. She is ever beside thee. 

Her sweet, loving spirit will cheer thee along; 
Some day thy frail craft in the harbor will glide 
thee 

And Eva will greet thee again with her song. 

"WHAT'S IN A NAME?'* 

In the latter part of the sixties. 

After war-cloud dark had 'risen, 
Men had come from ranks of army 

And the loathsome cells of prison. 
All the North was praising some one. 

Every man from farm to town 
Told you who (in his opinion) 

"Put that there Rebellion down." 

In the country (by a roily stream), 

Ih the good old "Buckeye" state. 
Where "Butternuts" were plentiful. 

But sadly out of date. 
There resided a poor farmer 
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Who could tell from A to Z 
All about the army's movements. 
Whosoe'er commander be. 

'Twas a time when things were happening, 

The world was moving some, 
And one day a "stork" came strutting in 

With a "Buckeye" for his home, 
"Mercy, Martha, he's a hummer,** 

Cried the farmer in his joy, 
"When Uncle Sam a soldier needs 

Hell find one in our boy." 

"Yes, you'll clean up them Johnny Rebs 

If the other fellers can't, 
Should they ever try sich tricks agin. 

You're Daddy's little Grant, 
Yes, sir, that's what well call ye, 

Say, mother, ain't that so? 
Wouldn't ye ruther call him Grant 

Than Bill, or Phill, or Joe? 

"Of course, now, they fit mighty well, 

All done their best I s'pose. 
But for layin' plans and fightin', too, 

Grant's first, the whole world knows, 
Yes, Grant, is what well call him.** 

And, of course, he had his way. 
For when a father names a child 

There's little more to say. 
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And the child lived, yes, grew strong and tall. 

With little save his name 
To give him prestige in the world. 

Or add tmto his fame. 
Now, to the young man rich, or poor 

There comes the same desires, 
And to become a gallant knight 

How eariy he aspires. 

Our Grant was no exception 

(He was now up in his teens) 
And he longed to be some nice girl's beau. 

For such had been his dreams. 
'Twas a winter's night, the sleighing 

Was smooth and fine as silk. 
The supper o'er, the chores were done 

(He had two cows to milk). 

The night was cold, the sky was clear. 

The full moon shone so bright, 
A sleigh-ride such a night as this 

Would be his heart's delight. 
And thus he mused, till overcome 

With happiness in store. 
He hastened to the bam forsoodi 

Its contents to explore. 

He had no "cutter" to be sure. 
But father had some "bobs" 
With a wagon-seat one "bob" would do, 
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(He was none o' your "snobs") 
Old "Fancy" was a faithful friend. 

Though hauling wood all day 
She wouldn't mind a little spin 

With two young hearts so gay 

As theirs would be behind her, 
While she skimmed them o'er the snow. 

And listened to their merry laugh. 
Oh, she'd be glad to go. 

Of course, the old work-harness 

' Wasn't like the owner's name. 

With its straight, high hames, and long chain 

! tugs. 

But she'd wear it just the same. 

And when she stood between the thills 

From off the buggy old, 
She'd look all right, and glitter 

Doesn't always count for gold. 
His robes were good, warm comforters 

From off his mother's bed. 
He had no bells, but little loss. 

The chain tugs did instead, 

A meeting was in progress 

A mile or so away. 
And "Fancy" took the same old jog 

She'd had the livelong day. 
Somehow the sermon lost its ring, 
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Text he could not recall, 
His heart kept jumping to his throat. 
Could not explain it all, 

His eyes were on a pretty girl. 

Of words he could not think 
To tell her of the sleigh-ride, 

And he thought the floor would sink. 
While trembling and choking. 

Acting anything but wise. 
Another braver than himself 

Walked up and took the prize. 

He turned old "Fancy's" head toward hom^ 

Said to himself, "Oh, shame. 
You've brought dishonor and disgrace 

Upon your very name. 
Now one resolve I'll right here make. 

It made my hero great, 
I'll fight it out on this line,' 

But for summer-time I'll wait." 

So, when came season with its birds. 

Its flowers and meadows green, 
A youthful couple, maid and swain. 

Together oft were seen. ^ 

To celebrate the "grand old fourth," 

That day to town they walked. 
He thought to treat his "lady-love 

A nice thing, as they talked, 
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"Do you like lemonade?" he asked, 

"Most certainly, I do," 
He proudly laid a nickle down, 

And bought one glass for two. 

A preacher, was his high ideal, 

"If I could only preach 
Like Brother So and So, I feel. 

The goal I soon could reach. ^ 
I think I'll try a sermon. 

If theyll give me but a chance 
ni astonish all the natives 

With my pleasing eloquence." 

A good old deacon chanced to hear 

How he would like to be 
A man of such high calling, . n 

Preacher, Reverend, D. D. 
So he appointment for him made, 

And when the preacher came 
He found the old schoolhouse well filled. 

And he thought of future fame. 

His bosom swelled with honest pride, 

O, can such bliss be mine. 
That I, a brilliant orator 

Before the world shall shine? 
With these thoughts rambling through his mind, 

He thumbed the hymn-book through. 
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"Well have a song, 'Sweet bye and bye* 
Then prayer, by Brother Blue." 

The desk was low and just behind, * 

Awaiting stood a chair 
(No one had thought to test it 

To find what weight 'twould bear). 
The song was ended and the prayer. 

The preacher's loud "Amen" 
Was echoed by the elders. 

And all sat down again* 

Just as the preacher took his seat . ! 

What grief for him in store. 
The chair went down, his feet came up, 

His head went on the floor. 
With cow-hide boots perched on the desk 

He thought of "Text" for speech, 
"How beautiful, upon the mount. 

The feet of them that preach." ! 

♦ ♦♦♦♦% j 

A few years later now we find 

Him filling well the roll 
Of minister and husband 

And father, bless your soul. 
Yes, a baby now, has come to bless 

And make his life sublime. 
But, without consultation, came \ 

Just at convention time. ' 
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And he on program ; dear me, suz I 

How could he leave that mom? 
But, finally, in readiness. 

With silk hat to adorn 
That swollen cranium now so dazed. 

And wishing all "good luck*' 
(Only a minute now to spare), 

He through the backyard struck." 

So much absorbed in things behind. 

And blind to things before, 
He stumbled over a saw-horse 

That stood outside the door. 
His new silk hat went rolling 

In the mud and slush and water. 
And he himself lay sprawling, 

Quite unmindful of his daughter. 

He thought not of the sweet new babe, 

Nor the wife he so lately saw, 
He thought of convention, his terrible plight, 

And his faithful mother-in-law. 
Who washed and scraped and cleaned and dried. 

While the train went whizzing through. 
He reached convention (one day late) 

Minus the silk hat new. 



On one occasion while away 
From home for several days, 
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His linen somewhat worse for wear, 
. The "Breth'ren" made a raise 
Of a very fine stiff-bosomed shirt, 

Unlike his negligee, 
Which made him feel, indeed, "dressed up** 

As every one could see. 

Out to the river they must go 

Baptism to observe, 
The congregation on the bank, 

The Elders near to serve. 
The parson with his measuring stick 

Walked dignified, with care 
Out to the depth he wanted 

And planted his stick there. 

Returning for his candidate 

They two walked slowly out. 
To where the stick was waiting 

And turning face about, 
The ceremony now complete 

He plunged him to the right, 
When, lo, behold, baptizer 

And baptized went out of sight. 

The Elders dove in, right and left 
And pulled them from the hole 

That chanced to be a foot or so 
From where he sat the pole. 

The congregation sang "Praise God* 
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When they found no one was hurt, 
But the starch had all been taken out 
Of the preacher and his shirt. 

4t ♦ He ♦ * ♦ 4 

One night the 'phone rang fiercly, 

From his bed he sprang, "Hello," 
"Make haste, go down to Sister Blank's 

As quick as you can go," 
"What's the matter?" asked the preacher, 

"Grood bye," came the answer back, 
"Well, I wonder what has happened?" 

Hung receiver in the rack, 

Making now a hasty toilet, 

Down the street at madd'ning pace, 
Went the frightened preacher wondering 

What the scene that he must face, 
Was it sickness, pain, or trouble? 

Could it be that cruel death 
Had claimed one of his parish? 

He was asking every breath. 

Turning quickly the street comer 

Leading to the "Sister's" home. 
Hark, he thought he now heard music, 

Where on earth could that be from? 
"Why, that sounds as though it might be--^ 

Yes, sir, that's at Blank's I know. 
Here's some young men out here waiting, 

And they seem to watch me so ;" 
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''Goodness, listen; what a racket;" 

Coming closer, heard loud call. 
Surely he was not mistaken 

And the words were "Balance all," 
Ah, thought he, next Sunday morning / 

(That will be my earliest chance) 
To let them know (it may surprise them) 

I was present at the dance. 

"Ah," he raved, "but won't I score them? 

Won't I preach with 'zeal' and 'power'? 
Ill ask why my invitation 

Came at the eleventh hour." 

4t >|c * * « « ■ 

Now, again, we see the pastor, 

After gaining much renown. 
Riding out in his brand new phaeton. 

The envy of all the town. 
With large lamp placed on either side, 

To light him on his way. 
That on the very darkest night 

'Twould be as light as day. 

So he seated himself in his cushionSp 

His good wife by his side. 
The children so glad and happy 

To think they could have a ride^ 
And drove out to see the country 

With its farms of acres broad. 
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His horse was as fine as his buggy. 
By the way, her name was Maude. 

He said, "Well drive out some distance 

And come in after dark, 
The people 'U all take notice 

That the "preacher's are out for a lark," 
So, when darkness gathered, he lighted 

His lamps so bright and fine, 
"Never put your lamp under a bushel," he said, 

"But always let it shine." 

The night grew dark, old "Lima" 

Never offered to appear. 
She'd gone to light up the other side 

Of this dark, old, mundane sphere. 
But the preacher had his lamps well filled. 

And trimmed and burning bright. 
So, what did he care for the big old moon? 

He didn't need her light. 

Very few at that time, were the autos 

ITiat traversed the rural street. 
And horses were terribly frightened 

Whenever they'd chance one to meet. 
Now, every few minutes a voice he'd hear 

From out the blackness ahead, 
"Hey, hey, there, stop that infernal machine. 

Before we're all killed dead." 
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"Come on," he cried, for the twentieth time, 

"No danger, come ahead," 
But no urging served to budge them. 

Till horses past lights were led. 
What, with climbing out and in so oft 

And mopping his coat on the wheel. 
And laughing that simple "Rubens" 

Didn't know an automobile. 

They at last the town were approaching. 

Much fatigued with events of the eve; 
The road very high and narrow. 

He forward bent to receive 
Any warning that might be given 

From the simple cotmtry folk, 
And often he'd break out laughing, 

Recalling the ludicrous joke. 

But peering ahead in the darkness 

A light now he plainly discerned. 
"Whoa, Maude," said the pastor, "I reckon 

It's our turn to be concerned. 
Yes, sir, it's certainly coming, 

I'd better take Maude by the bits. 
And then I'm afraid I can't hold her. 

It'll frighten her into fits. 

You see, they'll come up with no caution, 

Thinking this is an auto, too. 
And the dear knows where we'll be landed, 
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But what on earth shall we do? 
Jump out of the buggy, you'd better. 

And wife, you hold Maude tight, 
And rU go ahead and stop them," 

Cried the preacher in his fright 

And frantic'lly down the highway, 

With outstretched arms he ran, 
Calling out in quick succession, 

"Hold, stop," "Look out, you man,** 
"There's a team ahead," "Be careful," 

But the light came straight ahead. 
Till he almost ran against it 

Ready to fall over dead. 

In the darkness there he discovered 

What made chagrin complete, 
A poor old woman as deaf as a post 

With a lantern to guide her feet. 
"Ah, ahem," he stammered and turned to walk 
back 

And explain his conduct strange. 
But a sweeping wave of the lantern, 

Bade him to keep wide range. 

His words were lost in the darkness. 
And now from the buggy was seen 

The parson and woman, trudging along, 
With the road and the lantern between* 

The preacher and wife and children 
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Proceeded on their way. 

Resolving their future buggy-rides 

Should be had in the light of day. 
♦ «♦♦♦« 

And this is my observation 

As I travel the worid around. 
Men are subject to like conditions 

However their names may sotmd. 
And whether it's Sheridan, Sherman, Grant, 

Peter, James or Paul, 
Man's progress depends on the things he meets 

And not on his name at all. 

TWENTIETH ANNIVERSARY OF THE 

CHRISTIAN CHURCH OF BOWLING 

GREEN, O. 

We are gathered 'round the fire-side 

Of our dearly loved church-home, 
To rehearse in varied story 

How to present growth she's come. 
For so well we all remember 

When a weekling she was bora. 
Second child of Mother Bethel, 

Twenty years ago this morn. 

In the little wood construction 

Near the spot on which we stand, 

With its frail spire pointing upward, 
W!t3 a faithful little band, 
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Come to welcome in the stranger 
Who was prayed for long before. 

And she came that day, the darling I 
So her years are. just a score. 

How we loved and watched and guarded. 

Lest a suitor rash and gay 
Should approach our little maiden. 

And from us entice away. 
Knowing well the humble dwelling, 

And the quaint old-fashioned ways 
Of the family relations 

Weren't up to modem days, 

And we feared the old temptation 

As when Israel chose a king. 
That to be "Like other nations," 

Might be thought a better thing. 
But how brave she faced the tempter. 

And tx) those who sought her hand 
She had only this one answer, 

" 'Tis my father must command, 

"His word is law, and never 

Do I think to turn aside. 
Though you offer wealth and splendor. 

By His 'word,' I must abide." 
So, the suitors left though saddened. 

They had wiser grown the while, 
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For they learned that truth, and faithfuhiess» 
Were mightier than style. 

And she grew in strength and favor 

As 3rou see, with God and man, 
And to-day our lovely daughter 

Like a queen before us stands^ 
Reaching out to all about her 

In her loving, cheerful way. 
And we can but bow in homage 

On her twentieth birthday. 

Twenty years. Alas, the changes. 

How they've rung upon the ear. 
Since our todling child of promise 

Started out on her career. 
Oft she's danced with joy and gladness 

At the sound of wedding-bell. 
Oft she's bowed in silent sadness 

At the doleful funeral knell. 

But in every phase of sorrow 

She has bravely borne the test. 
She has seen in each to-morrow 

God's own hand, that He knew best. 
Thus so trustfully abiding 

In His love that never fails. 
She has proved His living presence, 

And how faith in Him prevails, 
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God bless, and guide, and keep her. 

Give her strength, that she may be 
Like the church at Philadelphia, 

Which from Patmos John could sec 
Able be that e'en forever. 

She may keep his precious word, 
And the "open doors" enter. 

Where are those who never heard. 

I^t no tempter stop or hinder. 

May she rise on wings of fame, 
Keeping "word" so oft admonished, 

Aiid abiding in His "name." 
Overcoming, till a pillar 

In the temple she has grown, 
"Holding fast what she possesseth," 

And "Let no man take her crown." 

OPPORTUNITY 

"We are living, we are dwelling, 

In a grand and awful time." 
Opportunity is present. 

Christians, let us fall in line. 
Open wide, her doors are standing. 

Beckoning hands are just inside. 
Voices calling "Come and help us," 

"Tell us of the Christ who died." 

If you know, then why not tell us? 
We are groping for the light, 
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Wasting time in useless worship. 
Long and sad has been the night» 

Christians, would we walk with Jesus, 
We must go the way He leads. 

We must recognize His presence 
And His voice which daily pleads. 

"Go and tell the world I'm risen,** 

"That I live for ever more/' 
"That through me there is salvation. 

Tell it, tell it, o'er and o'er." 
How we love to sing of Heaven 

And the "Pearly gates ajar," 
And "The beckoning hands of loved ones** 

Of the "Crown with many a star."' 

And the "Welcome of the Savior," 

With the "Scar in either hand," 
Of the blissful long eternity, 

*ln the fair and happy laad." 
Are we sure well gain admittance 

Through, "The gate ajar," above. 
If we fail to enter this one. 

With the message of His love? 

Dare we hope to grasp the "beckoning hands'* 
Of friends who've passed beyond 

If we reach not out to other lands 
And help the stranger on? 

Can we hope to hear the welcome 
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•'Come thou faithful one, well done." 
If we spend the day in waiting 

For the setting of the sun? 
Shall we gain the "Crown" by singing 

"HaUelujah to His name"? . 
Nay, "Take the cross and follow me/' 

We hear Him -loud proclaim. 
"Take the gospel to all nations. 

To all creatures of the earth. 
And lo, I'm with you always. 

Tell them all about my birth, 

"Of my death and resurrection. 

That ril come again to claim. 
All who love me, and believe me, 

And will answer to my name." 
Christian, haste. The day is passing. 

Soon the night of death will come. 
If we're faithful till the evening. 

We shall hear Him say "WeU done.'* 

"I was hungry, and ye fed me, 

Thirsty and ye gave me drixdc 
I was fettered and in bondage, 

Lo, thou'st broken every link 
Of the cruel chain that botmd me. 

Lifted me to freedom's height, 
In the 'Book' thy name is written. 

Take thy crown With stars so brighf 
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TRIBUTE TO CROESUS 

Toledo's Pride 

Welcome, Crcssus, the champion horse of die 

earth. 
Welcome back to Toledo, the place of thy birth. 
Come with laurels well earned and garlands to 

spare, 
Come back that Toledo thy glory may share. 

Noble Croesus, thy fame is as wide as the world. 
No sooner thy record was made, than was hurled 
To all nations, all countries, every hamlet and 

town, 
The message that gives thee by right thy renown. 

Grand, faithful, determined and kind, loving 

steed. 
Not a horse on the "foot-stool" has equaled thy 

speed. 
With a master too fond to use whip or cross 

words. 
Thou hast royally paid him, thy belt the earth 

girds. 

Not the belt of a pugilist, studded with gems. 
Won in "prize fights," with hard, cruel blows, 
and which ends 
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In bruises and bloodshed, and heartless display, 
Of muscular strength, inhumane, every way. 

But a girdle of honor, by thee sweetly won. 
Making speed that no living nor dead horse had 

done. 
Thy rivals out-stripped in a fair, chosen race. 
Thou art Croesus, the champion of earth. Take 

thy place. 

Record 2.21 J^. Made at Columbus. 
Written just before his coming home. 

WELCOME ADDRESS DIST. MISSION- 
ARY CONVENTION 

Bethel— 189s 

An* so you have come! La me, what a sight! 
They told me you'd be here, on this very night, 
A whole lot of missionaries, both lar^e and 

small, 
How'd ye do, how'd ye do, glad to see all. 
They said I must tell ye how welcome ye are. 
But really I don't b'lieve I can, I declare. 
For I can't git the words all in shape 'now I 

fear, 
To tell ye how glad we are that you're here. 

I've been 'round amongst 'em all the week 
through, 
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A-helpin' 'em fix gittin* ready for you. 
An' of all o' the fussin' the cookin' an' such, 
Qeanin' up the backyards, why it jist beats the 

dutch. 
I e'en a'most broke my poor back right in two, 
A-rollin' out doughnuts, and cookies for you. 
A-splittin' the pun'kins, an' bakin' the pies, 
A-roastin' the turkeys an' brushin' out flies. 



"Moflier- Bethel," well knows there's no one like 

me. 
To make her n^'ce biscuits, an' dumplin's an' tea 
An' so she's engaged me to see the thing through. 
And don't be alarmed now, there's plenty for 

you. 
If you could but a-heard her, a-talkin' to some, 
How the children so scattered were soon comin' 

home; 
Why 'twas jist like Thanksgivin' you'd say so 

yourselves, 
Could you only behold what's laid by on the 

shelves. 



"That's for Mungen, my oldest," she said with 

a smile, 
"She has such a family, an' they'll eat a pile." 
As she shoved back a clothes basket loaded to 

brim 
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With everything good we could find to put in, 
"An' this for my second, my ^ dear Bowling 

Green," 
As she shoved me a goods box, I never had seen, 
"Her children's so hearty," she said widi a 

chuckle, 
"But remember, I've put in the pain-killer 

bottle." 

"Mount Ollive, my third with her family small 
Will be here, but who knows, they may out-rank 

all. 
When it comes to the table, an' so I have filled 
The wash tub quite full for them (Hope nothin's 

spilled) . 
Then there's all the rest of our friends yet to 

come, 
Milton Center, and Weston, Jerry City, McComb, 
Eagleville and Fostoria, Tiffin, Elmore, you 

know. 
Oak Harbor, Genoa, an' Prairie Depot." 

'Twould a-done your heart good, to a-watched 

her with me 
After all o' the fixin' was over, an' see 
Her look all about her, inspect every shelf. 
Then sit down in the arm chair an' talk to her- 
self. 
Who would think Mother Bethel weighed down 
with much care, 
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To see her trip 'round here so sprightly an' fair? 
So young o' her years, so cheerful an' gay. 
Looks as young as the children she welcomes to- 
day. 



But the dear old soul sat as though taldn' her 

rest, 
A-watchin' the sun goin' down in the west 
Her eyes were half closed, hands still in her lap. 
I thought "Now shell surely go off in a nap." 
So I quietly crept to a good easy place, 
An' where I could see her right straight in the 

face. 
An' watch her that nothin' her slumber awoke, 
But I noticed her lips move, an' softly she spoke. 



"Ah me! my dear children; how little we know 
When startin' 'em out in the world, where they'll 

go," 
Then raisin' her hand, so, she sighed, "It's so 

small. 
But Lord, Thine is large enough, please cover 

all. 
Let none o' them perish, O God, for His sake 
Who died to redeem 'em, great care of 'em take. 
The weak ones please strengthen, the strong make 

endure. 
Till harvest is ended, the reapin' is o'er. 
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"Then with sheaves heavy laden their Lord come 

to meet, 
And with smiles now, not tears, lay them down 

at His feet. 
An' receive the glad word, 'Blessed servant, 

thrice blessed. 
Enter thou into joys of thy Lord. Take thy 

rest.' 
There are some, my dear Father" (an* I see her 

face droop), 
"Whose hearts have been won from the family 

group. 
But I see their dear faces as plain now as ever" 
(An' she clasped her hands tight), "Can I let 

them go? Never." 

Leanin' forward, I thought sure she w's goin' to 

faint, 
But I sot still an' watched her (the darlin' old 

saint). 
As she struggled an' wrestled, like Jacob of old. 
An' cried loud, "Lord, de fetch 'em back to the 

fold. 
Make 'em know they are wretched, an' starvin' 

an' poor. 
That Thy storehouse is great, an' Thy mercy is 

more. 
That the angels in Heaven would smile at the 

sight, 
O' seein' 'em comin' home this very night" 
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Such a prayer as she offered I never did hear. 
An' I e'en a'most thought I saw angels appear. 
Like they did on the ladder above Jacob's head. 
As she looked up so sweet-like, an' earnestly said, 
"Now Lord give us richly Thy spirit an' grace. 
Bless the meetin' we'll have when we see face 

to face. 
The loved ones who're comin* to cheer us an' 

bring 
Word what they're doin' to honor the King. 



"May we all of us try to do our very best, 
For givers, far more than receivers, are blest. 
An' if to our prayers, an answer we'd see, 
We must be a-doin' what's required by Thee. 
Bless the babes the Endeavors, our grandchildren 

dear. 
Let them never forgit how the old they may 

cheer. 
If they can't gather sheaves in the harvest field 

now. 
They can carry the water to cool the hot brow. 



"O' the poor tired reapers who work in midday, 

A-rakin' an' bindin', an' many a way. 

They can make themselves useful, as useful can 

be. 
For in scrvin' each other, we always serve Thee. 
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Now, Lord bless me. Bethel, Thy hand-nuuden 

old. 
Thou knowest the burdens of my very soul. 
I need strength to execute wisdom to plan, 
I would save tke whole world. Father, e'en to 

a man. 

"An' this I must try, if I'd not be lost. 

So, let me endeavor at whatever cost. 

Of treasures of earth or pleasures of ease, 

To do as He bids me my Father to please." 

Mother Bethel arose from her chair and looked 

out. 
The sun was fast sinkin' she turned short about» 
An' seein' me sittin' there, said, "I do say, 
This has been indeed a very short day. 

"We must wash up our faces and put things to 

right. 
For the whole Nineteenth District will be here 

to-night." 
So, now you're all here, don't be urged to stay. 
Mother Bethel's at home, you're as welcome as 

day. 

•THE ALPHA BIBLE CLASS." 

Cen. Christian Church, Toledo, O. 

As I sat within die temple 

On a Lord's day morning bright, 
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Reading words of inspiration 
I heard a voice say "Write.** 

Pausing, looking up in wonder 

And surprise akin to fright. 
These words were plainly spoken, 

"Sister, take thy pen and write/* 

In my mind arose the question 
What to write, what lesson teach. 

In my heart I felt the answer 
I'm like Moses, "slow of speech/* 

So busy with life's worries. 
Can not look up matters choice. 

But there came as in re-echo, "write,** 
And I harkened to the voice. 

Then was given me a vision. 

The conditions of mankind. 
In his varied states and stations 

Being brought before my mind. 

From millions come gay laughter. 

From millions bitter cries. 
As I watch the countless numbers, 

On God's foot-stool as it flies. 

Round and round in revolution. 
Checking off the fleeting years, 
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As in anxiousness and wonder 
I behold in smiles and tears. . 

As the earth revolved before me. 
All her countries old and new, 

With their peoples and their customs. 
Passed me in that grand review. 

Their cities, towns and hamlets. 
Rivers, valleys, mountains, plains. 

With the products or possessions 
Of its large or small domains. 

Countries blessed with peace and plenty. 
Countries cursed with war and want. 

Whose subjects bowed and trembling 
Sad, dejected, hopeless, gaimt. 

Weary with life's heavy burdens 

Almost past endurance vile. 
Their rulers hidden guarded. 

Fearing for their lives the while* 

Heathen nations with their idols 
And their Pagan worship vain. 

Mothers sacrificing children 
Passing in that medley train. 

Christian nations proud and mighty. 
Boasted wealth and skill and power, 
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In their splendor stand the churches, 
High toward Heaven their steeples towcn 

As my eyes stray o*er the people, 
Watching Christians as they trend 

Their ways to various places, 
Their own churches to attend, 

I see them beckoning others 

To come and worship too 
And I can not but be saddened 

As I note how very few 

Seem to care for church or service, 

But on pleasure seeking bent. 
They are going hither, thither 

Till their strength and time are spent 

And I notice, too, the churches, 

By what multitudes of names. 
They are known, and creeds as many. 

And I think it is not strange. 

That the people pay such little heed 

To Christians as they call. 
They can not heed their doctrines 

They can never hear them all. 

As I ponder on these many scenes^ 
Watch people as they pass, 
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I behold with joy unspeakable 
Our "Alpha Bible Class/' 

I hasten now to greet them. 

Try to call them each by name, 
Sisters Cannan, Lowney, Williams, 
, Wilson, Parker, Childers, Lane^ 

Brother and Sister Wilkinson, 

Brother and Sister Rice, 
Also Brother and Sister Ogden, 

Brother Banting and his wife. 

Brother and Sister Auxter, 
' Brother and Sister Crary, 
Sister Dtmsieth, Sister Shdbome, 
Sister Miller, Sister Mary. 

Sisters VanDervoort and Schoolcy, 

Wetcher, Maltby, Chambers, Rowe, 
Deringuer and Sheridan, 
, And some I did not know. 

Then "Old Central" loomed before us 

We filed in her open door. 
And soon the class was seated, 

As we had been before. 

While wondering what the vision meant^ 
Why things ^ould thus appear, 
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Down the aisle came Brother Shelbdme 
And our Pastor, Brother Spear. 

Brother Shelbome, now our teacher. 

With jesture all world-wide 
Bade us to behold the nations 

Of the earth for which Oirist died. 

"Seest," said he, "This wanton chaos 
Thinkest thou no help can save? 

Nay, beloved, be not discouraged. 
Take the word, go forth, be brave 

"Fear not to approach a neighbor. 

Make of every soul a friend, 
Oft recall the words of Jesus, 

'I'll be with you to the end,' 

"Talk and work for arbitration. 

Pray that wars and strifes shall cease. 

That all lands shall know the blessing 
Of a universal peace. 

"Work and pray for Christian union. 

Let the Bible have full sway. 
Till God's people are united 

Then shall heathen rule give way, 

"And the world will be converted 
To the faith that Christ was sent, 
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From the Father to redeem them 
Let all eflforts thus be bent." 

Then our Pastor spoke unto us. 
And his smile was good to sec, 

"What your lives are to Old Central 
They upon the world will be. 

"Wotdd you have the church united, » 

All God's people speak as one? 

See that every sotd in Central, 
Father, mother, daughter, son, 

"Understands the simple story 
Knows the truth that makes men free. 

And in knowing, lives it, tells it, 
Where so e'er his lot may be. 

"Would you have the world converted. 
Justice done to all mankind? 

Send reflections from your Christ-lives 
On Toledo's hearts and minds. 

"For your lives are open letters 
Read by all you meet and know. 

And your daily words and actions 
As an index to them show. 

"Let your tongues, hands, pens be busy. 
Best of thoughts all over send, 
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Th^ will fly when e'er you drop them • 
Aiid yottll never know the end 

"^As you note the earth's swift turning 
Urns the years are passing by, 

Wofic for Central, save Toledo^ 
You can do it if you try. 

"And like leaven shall our city 

Spread the word from soul to souL 

.TbiiS shall come to pass that Alpha 
Helped to save the big old world."' 

GEORGE WASHINGTON 

I give a toast "George Washington" 

As nknble as an eeL 
Who never saw a railroad train. 

Or ever rode a wheel. 
His bflletdoux he wrote long-hand. 

And sent them by McCarthy. 
He'd no typewriter, telegraph. 

Nor could he 'phone to Martha. 

And when the messenger returned, 

Aad Georne was invited, 
She filled with whale-oil the old lamp 

And struck a flint to light it. 
Now, Martha owned a vast estate, 

Qeoigo thought her quite a ''catch," 
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But they were bom alas ; so sooi^ 
They never saw a match. 

His trousers ended at the knee. 

Ills boots came up to meet 'em, 
Wilb spike-tail coat, and broad-brimmed ha^ 

Thus Martha came to greet him. 
She sat him down by chimney wide^ 

The pine-knots piled up h^|h. 
And took a seat dose up beside 

The man who ''oouldn't lie.^ 

She asked him all about that joke 

*Trhe hatchet and the cherry/' 
Of this our Geoi^ most wisely spoke^ 

And evening passed quite merry. 
Now, Martha was delisted 

With her st^dier-lover^s charms^ 
He demonstrated ''fadier's act** 

And took her in his arms. 

He said, ''Now, Martha," 3rou're alone^ 

I fill a useful station. 
But, I declare, I blieve diat I 

Gould run this whole plantation. 
She thought the matter over well. 

Decided it was best. 
As he was truthful, wise and good^ 

To put him to the test 
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The parson lived few miles away. 

And at an early date, 
Our George's horse was safely tied 

"En-wait," at Martha's gate 
George quickly to the saddle sprai^ 

And sat up most erect 
While just as stately sat behind 

His sprightly bride-elect 

They galloped off to parson Brown's 

Where soon he made them one. 
And ever after she was known 

As Martha Washington. 
George finished up the war with Jcdm, 

Who sailed home quite content 
And for his patriotic deeds 

Was made the president 

GEORGE WASHINGTON TAKING IN THE 
SIGHTS 

Last night I had a vision, 

Or perhaps it was a dream. 
But to me it matters little. 

For so real did it seem. 
So whether vision, or a dreami. 

Or pranks of midnight elves, 
I can only tell you what I saw. 

You can judge then for yourselves, 
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I was walking just at twilight 

In a lonely quiet place, 
I have quite forgot my musings^ 

For so suddenly a face, 
A form appeared before me 

In the path in which I walked. 
I was speechless for a mcHnent, 

The form before me talked. 

Said "Good evening. Madam," 

Bowing low nearly to the ground, 
I returned the salutation. 

Just as soon as strength I foimd, 
''I am glad to meet you, madam. 

And to feel your friendship won, 
I am sure you do not know me, 

I am George Washington." 

"You George Washington?" I questioned, 

"What has brought you here, I pray?" 
"O, I thought I'd look around a bit," 

He returned in jovial way. 
"Would you call some of my servants? 

My faithful negro slaves?" 
"Ah, we have no slaves," I answered, 

"But I'll show you graves and graves, 

"By the thousands, that were filled, sir. 

That the negro might be free." 
And at that I pressed a button, 
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Mmj mriounniiHB myw to mc;. 
O, tibe look upoa his bandtooae faot^ 

WbM he um liiat flood of Hgfat 
Thftt'i a rcrebttiofli, •Krdy,'* 

Was Us coamait, in Us frislit 



I taraed tbe Qgfat off plajf oily, 

Ta witaast hb Burprise. 
Ha was tore that Ughtniag struck hin^ 

Whan a(ain k filled h» eyes. 
As I lookad now I (fiscovered^ 

Thai wa were not alone. 
A noan stood dose beside n» 

Aad he spoke tn tindertonc; 



jottr psjrdon madam, trtily^ 

But I see its your design, 
Ta tdl tUs man the happeningB 

Since seventeen'Uxnety'iiiDe. 
If joa wish 111 throw the pictures^ 

Id a panoramic view., 
Of the things that yon shall mettfacm^ 

It win greatly he^ yoa througk 

*^fmt be seated cm this ruststc. 
Where the view will be the bcfit» 

And we'll try to entertain him 

TUs otir moat distinguished gueaL^ 

At our left, now 'rose a canva^ 
It was very hig^ and wide. 
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All liie Ufiit was ffarown itpon it. 
And the glares of those who died. 

To oiltain liie blade maa^s ffeedacn 

Showed in Tast, n^rviifi^ fiaim 
Hie slghcdy but said nrttltanily, 

'niicj hare not died in ^ain." 
'^TPf, Tojr I said, "an honor 

To the mangr hiayes wlio de^ 
Our coiintij is rxalfedj 

Thoni^ as maof modms w«^ 

'^Ah, Ihe wonSsng ol refoicii^ 

When a IhoiMamd tri^gnans 
AnDoaaced The war is cnpcr 

And our grand rqptzblic stands^" 
Txcnse me; madam,^ he refilied, 

'HBut I do not nndentand 
The meaning of the w<Mnd joo nsed. 

What are the Tdegxams^?* 

Now as I began to tdl him 

Of the man of gcnins great. 
Who tAcgrxphj invented 

And how to operate^ 
There appeared i^kxi the cazrvas^ 

Appa ra tus all conqilele^ 
In the war dq[iartnieEit office. 

And the news on its receipt, 
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I toott dbcmmd how. 
For aauBi Jtood with a tiTtaphnnt 

Ote aoar Urn caniM imtw. 
As tlMf bmgd&A 'fomoA flw office^ 

AH Intent the aewi lo hoar, 

Saof upon llie air to ckar. 



We Qcndd plaifil|r hear their 

Aa the mat tbdr hats now do^ 
WpdUng doM the opeimtor, 

Aa he meaeages ttdeed off. 
Then I qnke of "Ocean-cable,* 

And aa qiiiok was chai^ged the seana. 
Liverpool and Nerw York CH/, 

With that ralEoc tkle betmo^ 

Chained together by that eiM^ 

Sat in plain coaumrniraticMi, 
The man beside me dryiy said, 

That does beat all creation.'' 
When I msntiooed ocean steamen^ 

They Eke magic, there appear 
Out upon that stretch of watai^ 

Gioiiif out; and coming near 

Now the tekphooe was shown him^ 
When nqilained, the phonograph, 
Wbai Jhtnck BxsxrfB speech was rondt 
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It really made him laugfa. 
But when a score or more of boys. 

Came racing^ down the street. 
Upon their bicycles, I thotight 

Twoidd take him oS his feet 

Speil-bound seemed otir. country's father, 

As the scenes were shifted 'round. 
Showing New York's city railway, 

Both above and under ground. 
"Now," I said, **from New York City, 

We will travel to the West 
Here's a Twentieth Century Flyer,' 

Ycm perhaps will like that best 

'^t took moodiSy you know, in your day. 

If to readi the western coast, 
You had called the best cdoreyance. 

Swiftest that your time could boast" 
"An aboard," called the conductor. 

As the Flyer closer drew, 
'Tour days now to San Francisco, 

'Stop-cdBEs', if you wish to view, 

Promts of interest mterveniog, 
Lowest rates, and best of fare." 

My companion sat in silenoe, 
Seemed he could do naught but stare. 

When at last he dared to venture 
Tb express a thou^^t or two^ 
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He exclaimed, "No San Francisco 
tn the world when I went through.'' 

Following the train's departure^ 

Yellowstone before us lay, 
In its grandeur, showing plainly 

Teddy's party on the way, 
All in hunter's garb, and ready 

The big lion now to kill. 
And the many scenes of nature. 

All combined with man's own skUL 

Long he looked, he seemed enraptured. 

Finally the silence broke, 
"Tell me, is this Eden's garden r 

Was his query when he spoke. 
"All the animals are fenced in. 

Only one man dares to slay. 
Have you got old Satan bound yetf 

Is tins the millenium day''? 

Now I felt almost exhausted. 

Quite unequal to the task 
Bringing all the world's advancements^ 

Into my companion's grasp. 
But the man behind the pictures. 

Quick the situation saw 
And a forest and a wigwam. 

With an Indiafi and his squaw, 
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Their pappooses, bows and arrows. 

Quick was •on the canvas thrown. 
Then industrial schools and coUegety 

With highest types yet known. 
Then the crudest modes of farming. 

Quickly changed to modem way, 
Showing grain cut, thrashed for market. 

All upon the self same day. 

Mines, of every kind was shown us. 

First in crude, dien modem state. 
My friend smiled, seemed truly happy, 

Nodding, said, " Tis simply great" 
Then was shown the oil-derrick, 

And that interest all explained, 
Gas was lighted, seeming burnings 

In the picture perfect flame. 

Then were we in our Toledo 

Looking toward the sky so blue* 
In his airship o'er the city. 

Was our boy, our Knabenshue. 
Eara- watching his maneuvers, 

People throng and cheer and praise. 
This my friend enjoyed immensely. 

But it seemed his hair would raise. 

An at once the man and pictures 
Disappeared, and then were wi^ 
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In this room with all the members 

Of our own society. 
My companion- bowing, smiling. 

Walked about so pleased and spry. 
But on looking out the window 

Something new now caught his eye. 

Coming near, he tapped, my shoulder, 

•*What is this? So queer I fed." 
"Who? That? That's Doctor Schooley, 

With his new automobile/' 
^Doctor? Did you say The Doctor* ?- 

(Keeping eye upon the door), 
"Ah, the doctor was the last man 

I saw on earth before. 

"But the modem modes of travel I 

Wonder, wonder of the day. 
Now the doctor brings his chariot 

And his victims flit away." 
Stretching out his hand and smiling, 

Said, ''My thanks are most profouxid* 
Good-by, when you come my way, 

111 be ^iaA to show you 'round.^ 

MARY'S LAMB 

Mary had a little lamb, 
It skipped and jumped around, 
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She told it to a butcher 
For just six cents a pound 

Now, Maty oft had heard it said 

Good butchers were so qakk 
They had the ddn all off a she^p 

Before it ceased to kick. 

So while her tears were falling bat. 

She took the butcher's hand 
And said before I take your cash 

One promise I demand. 

"That youH not jerk that saowy 

Down over Dicky's bead. 
Until — boo-hoo — you know for eurs 

That my — poor Dick — is dead*^ 

"Ah, dioor my britty leetle guaii 
Dondt cry, 111 tcsid dot dleep^ 

I wouldent hurdt Im fur de wi^l 
Dot mooney you shust keq>w^ 

Next day a mutton chop to buy 

Poor little Mary went 
The butcher smiled, 'T)ot mutton 

Gost a bound Axuit dwtatj cent** 

*X) butcher, if you diam so much 
I caa no mutton buy. 
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**0 veil my leetle g^oarl you see 
Dot mutton schumpcd so high.* 

Poor Mary's heart was broken quite^ 

She cried, "O, Dicky, Dick, 
He promised me he'd never take 

Your hide while you couM kkt 

*TFor mutton I have let you die 

No more I'll hear you hlat. 
But all the weeks you lived and played ' 

You never jumped like that 

Poor Mary's heart so heavy got. 

She cried from sun to sun. 
And sobbed, "O, why are all men not 

like good G«Drge Washington." 

SOME OF PRUDENCE ABIGAIL CRANE'S 
EXPERIENCES 

I ain't much used to speakin' 

An' gittin' by heart things to say, 
An' standin' right up so before folks, 

An' speakin' out loud in this way. 
But you see Miss Catura Ann Scroggins, 

The school-miss that teaches otir school 
Tuck into her the notion 

That I could write by rule. 
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So she up an' said to me one day, 

*'Why, Prudence Abigal Crane, 
There's glory awaitin' ahead o' you. 

There's riches an' honor an' fsune 
A-plenty laid up in 'basket an' store'." 

Says she, "It's fer you to git 
By writin' pieces an' makin' rimes. 

An' q;>eakin' o' what you've writ** 

Now I think Catura is awful smart; 

An' she thinks the same o' me. 
An' whatever she tells me to do, I da 

That's how I lam so ye see. 
I've ben a-tendin' the destrict scho<d 

Right stiddy the hull winter threw 
I studied readin', an' writin', 

An' spellin', an' 'rithmetic, too. 

An' g'ography, O, how easy I 

An' grammer, dear me sich fun! 
I love, an' you love, an' he loves, 

I can say it as fast as ye can run. 
O, I've got a good edication, 

For Catura she tuck great pains. 
In lamin me fer she always said, 

"There's nobody like the Cranes." 

Guess you'd a-thought so, if you'd a-ben. 

To our house 'tother night, 
We had a huskin', en' sich a timet 
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There cam' near bein' a fight 
Right there and then, when Ickabod Brown 

Found a big red ear o' com, 
An* he held it up, an' says ee, "Huray, 

I'm the lucky chap sure's ycr bom.** 

An' before he could git the word out o' his mouth, 

Tom Blake found a red ear too. 
Then the race to the prettiest girl begun. 

For a kiss from her was due. 
There was all of us girls in the house, you know, 

A-pullin' the taffy white, 
A-settin' the tables an' cutting the cake. 

An' fixin' up things about right, 

When we heard the yellin' and all run out 
(We node what was up, you see). 

The corn-fodder cracked and we heard the boys 
shout, 
An' we wondered who it would be. 

An' which one of us he'd want to kiss. 
But we hadn't long to wait. 

For bare-headed, runnin', an' most out o' breath, 

I They both of 'em jammed through the gate, 

And both o' them rushed right up to me. 

And both o' them spoke at once, 
'The kiss is mine, ban's off," said Tom» 

Said Ickabod, "Don't be a dunce. 
You know I found the first red ear, 
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An' yc know it ^longs to me 
To IdsB the piittiest girl o' the bunch,'' 
Then Ickabod said, "Well 



An' before you could say "J^<^^ RoUnaon,'* 

I felt on both cheeks their warm breathy 
An' Tom kissed me this side, and Ickabod fliii» 

An' it scar't me' most to death. 
There was G)mclia Crabtree, an' Dotty Withcn, 

An' both o' Lovejo/s giils, 
Ophelia Simkins, and Betty Smithers, 

An' Belinda Jane Blossom, with curb, 

An' fixin's, an' plenty of smiles^ 

But it didn't seem no use. 
Them boys was both o' them bound to Vm mm^ 

An' they never made no excuse 
To them other girls who was standin' hf^ 

An* they'r jealous, there's no miitahy 
For they're cnuy after Ickabod Brown^ 

An' they all respect Tcm Blake, 

Last night Cornelia Crabtree, 

Invited us all to come 
Over to her house to an apf^bec; 

An' there we had lots of fun, 
A-pealin' an' cuttin' an' corin' 

An' stringin' 'em up to dry, 
A-guessin' o' riddles an' teUin' o' jcSotSp 

We'd laugh till we'd almost cry. 
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We'd got all the apples finished, 

An' every thing slick as you please, 
Cornelia she passed 'round the f ried-cakeSy 

The pickles an' pie, an' cheese. 
An' a great big apple on every plate 

To tell our fortunes, she said, 
We must pear 'em an' keep the parin's hull. 

An' swing 'em three times 'roimd otu* head, 

An' throw 'em gently on the floor 

An' watch what letter came, 
For 'twas sure to be the first letter. 

Of our tru-lover's name. 
We was all of us havin' lots o' fun. 

The pealin's jist covered floor. 
When Ickabod Brown stood up an' says ee, 

"There's always room for one more, 

An' at that he threw his parin' down. 

An' it fonned the letter **C" 
An' G)melia Crabtree, she jumped for joy. 

Says she, "Now that's fer me." 
But Ickabod sidled up by me, 

(They's aU of 'em guessin' the name). 
An' he whispered to me "I know who it is. 

That letter stands fer Crane." 

An' now we must name the apple 

An' count the seeds, to find 
Whether they liked us or not you know» 
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G>melia said 'twas a sure sign. 
Then Ickabod said, "Now, 111 name yom. 

An' you find a name for mine." 
So I named it G)melia, just for ftm. 

An' she tlioaght that was fine. 



We counted the seeds an' told the names, 

TUl my turn came alon^. 
Then we slowly coonted as Cornelia said. 

While they all stood lookin' on, 
**One, I love ; two, I love; 

Three, I Iovq, say; 
Four, I love with all my heart. 

And five, I cast away. 
Six, he loves; seven, ^e loves; eight, they both 
love; 

Nine, he cooies; ten, be tarries; 

Eleven, ho oocuti; twelve, he marries.** 



•'Twelve seeds," they all rfiooted, 'Tto tell who it 

is. 
Tell us quick, for we're dyin' to know," 
But Ickabod wouldn't tell us a word. 

And soon we got ready to go. 
For 'twas gittin' late, we all was tired, 

Cornelia she fetched us our things, 
An' invited us all to come agin. 
An' she thanked us f er all them strings, 
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An' jitt as wt started out o' the door, 

Ickmbod be stq>ped up to me 
Ai bold as a 1km, and stiidr cmt bis arm, 

*Wfll ye accept o' my Jiii^baodk?* says ce. 
As we waUked along bome be waotcd to know. 

If I guessed my iq)ple's name, 
I saUL "Of coarse not, why didn^ ye td?** 

An' says ee, "Why, Abigal Crane, 

"1 sbotdd tbink yon'd know,'' bcrt I aiM I didnX 

I declared it tip an' down. 
••Wen," says ee, "Now 111 teB ye, since we're 
akme, 

It was no one bat Ickabod Brown. 
An' say now, Abigal, me an' yoa,^ 

Have knode eacb other a spell. 
An' I tell ye I tbink a beap o' yoo. 

Don't ye tbink we'd git akmg wdl, 

"If we's to marry an settle down? 

Don't ye like me enougb," says ec; 
"To cbange yx)ur nanie to Abigal Brown, 

An' come an' live long o' me? 
Dad would give us forty acres. 

In tbe woods on tbe back o' the farm. 
We'd have a nice cabin I cud build it myadil^ 

And ye needn't have no alarm, 

"Bat that I'd take care o' jre, jist as ffoo^ 
An' be as Idnd an' troi^ 

140 




Digiti 



zed by Google 



FRIENDS AND FRIENDSHIPS 

As ever your father an' mother cx>uld, » 

For I think so much o' you. 
We'd have us some chickens, a cow an' a pig, 

(Dad'd give us a start, I know), 
rd chop down the timber, an' clear up the land. 

We'd soon have a place to sow 

'*Oar garden-seeds, then we'd have sass, 

Ptaters, and onions an' sich. 
An' say, now Abigal, 'twouldn't be long 

Till we'd be gittin' rich." 
I said I knode my folks'd be willing 

Fer the night o' the huskin-bee. 
Pa said that young Brown was the likeliest chap 

Of an the company. 

O, ifs an jist like a story 

An' I'm gotn' to write it down. 
An' I'm gotn' to s'prise an the girls o' tihie school 

By marryin' Ickabod Brown. 

HOW WE PAID THE CHURCH DEBT OFF 
AT PUNKINVILLE 

Friends* I^ awful glad to meet ye 

An' in turn I trust you win. 
Be as glad to see an' hear from 

Mrs. Blank of PunkinTiUe. 

I'm dead stuck on ponldn parties^ 
Punldn blossoms, punldn pies^ 
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An' cod my Blank spouse be present 
He wud tell ye weight an' sixe 

Of some punkins that he raised once 
Down in Old Missurj there. 

But he's gone where there's no ponldna^ 
An' I wcmder how hell fare. 

Fur he almost lived on punkins, 
Stewed, or baked, cm* made in buttor^ 

If he had to eat widiout 'em 
He was sure to growl an' (qxtttec 

I can see him now a-settin' 

By a great big punldn pile, 
Settm', studyin' and thinkin'. 

An' a-whistlin' aU the while. 

An' I see him trampin' threw the fidkd 

The hull o' the next year, 
His thoughts seemed turned to punkins 

An' he smiled from ear to eaif. 

Wall, I see y^r interested. 

An' I'll tdl ye how it cum 
'Neezer Blank was sich a genius, 

An' I sot there like I w's dconfaw 

When one day he up an' told txm 
That his plans was now aU deai^ 
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Ho was goin' to pay tbe dumdkMsA^ 
Before aiKither year. 

''You^ ffoin' to pi^ tte ohtttcfti Met dBt 

Why, EbemMT Blsaok, 
WiHi nothin' but a Httfe farm 

No money in fiM baifl^ 

^Aif aot a thtnf to Bvc cm 

But the fertil field's prodttclSon. 
K your goin' to give that aQ awiqr 

Therms goin' to be a ruction,*' 
"Besides/* says I, continuin', 

"Poor reckonin' ye make 
Not only one, but twenty year 

To pay it off 'twould take. 

•'With ban's ari' all expenses, 

Dftchid' fencin' an' rtpsix, 
We scarce cin pay the taxes, 

Sajrin' naught of thmgs to weaiv 

•*Ad' if 'twaMi't fur my dladceos^ 
Eggs an' butter, turkies, ducki, 

You'd see yesrself a^^whinis' 'vottod 
Complainhz' of 3rer hxdk/' 

Alt' 1 ffm *im sich a nkeat^ lool^ 
I meant to scare ^im out 
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Of tlie crazj spell upon Im, 
But he merdj looked about. 

An* fetched his chair tip doie to m^ 
Alt' q)oke 80 kind and kyw, 

"Now, listen, here Mehitable^ 
This thing b bound to go. 

''Now don't git mad an' nm away; 

Jilt listen till I'm done. 
Tb«rell be time then to answer me^ 

Or, even time to run. 

"You see, Fve been a plannin' this 

Two year if it's a day, 
I've turned it over^ hdd it up, 

An^ viewed it every way, 

"An* tiler's nothin' now to hender 

Things moving like a clock. 
If you'll join with me heart an' soul, 

We'r solid as a rock." 

"Now," says ee, "There's all the young folks 

With nothin' much to do, 
There ain't no one to lead 'em. 

Ther's lots of old ones, too^ 

"That needs some one to start 'em 
Into somethin' new, you sec, 
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An' if youll jist keep a cool head 
An' work along o me, 

"Well have every member workin' 
An' thcyll think it's fun an' play. 

An' before they know it the old debt 
Will all be wiped away." 

"Wan, Ebenezer Blank," say* X, 

*1 really must confess, 
That nothin' ever did succeed 

Like right, down, plain success, 

"An' if you can make the wind bk>w east 
When it's travelin' toward tie west. 

You can probably this mortgage pay. 
An' set our souls to rest." 

He smiled an' said, 'Tdiehttabk;^ 

Jist as he used to sa;^ it. 
An' at that minute I beh^ 

The way was plain to pay it^ 

An' so we sot the plan ta wvA, 

A twenty-acre &eM 
Had all been plowed an' wtA 

To make sure a l^g yield. 



So eaily the next momin' 
While the ground was fan 
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Ebenezer Blank an' I was out 
A-plantin' punkin seeds. 

The neighbors all took notice, 
As they'd pass, they'd want to know 

"What we'd do with all the puxikins 
If ttiqr shud chance to grow/' 

But we didn't stop to tdl 'em. 
An' ttiey wondered more or lesa» 

But we jist kep' a-plantin' 
An' let the neighbors guess. 

By-and-by that twenty-acre field 

Was a curiosity, 
Every man fur miles around us 

Was comin' in to see, 

An' talldn' of the punkin farm 

Of Ebenezer Blank, 
Never seen so many punkin vines^ 

Nor seen 'em grow so rank. 

An' when them blossoms all was Uowed 

As yaller as cud be. 
It made a sight fur travders 

Who cum fur miles to see. 

How Ebenezer watched that fieUL 
He almost sot up nights 
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To keep it free frum bugs an' wormi^ 
It really was a fright, 

But he alius kep' a-sayin' 

As he ccmrage tried to keep, 
'^Nqw, if a man sows punkins. 

Hell surely punktns reap-** 

An' it really seemed a punkin 

From every blossom grow'd. 
An' Ebenezer often smiled 

As people on the road, 

Would stop their teams an' take a lool^ 

An' laugh as if to say, 
'The fools are not quite all dead yc^ 

There's one left anyway.^ 

One day he cum in grinning 

"Mehitablc,'' says he; 
Jist git yer shaker on yer head» 

Afll' cum along o' me^ 

■» 
*Tif% now lu|^ time we got to wotl^ 

There's plenty we can do» 
Well go an' talk with Elder Green 

An* Deacon Bascom, too^ 

*yf^ ham 'em call a meetin* 
An^* give eftacy one a dianot 
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To help pay off the church debt, 
An' you'll see 'em hop an' dance, 

"Theyll be so glad an' anxious, 
Whein they know jist what to do. 

An' that's what Ebenezer Blank 
Allows to let 'em know." i 

Every member of the cnurch cum out 
(Of course 'twas more to find 

Out what that crazy Nee^er Blank 
Now had upon his mind). 

First Elder Green got up an' spoke. 
Told why we's called to meet, 

The people thotight 'twas all a joke, 
Till Blank got on his feet. 

An' then he told what cud be done^ 

If every one was willin', 
When punkin season ended 

We needn't owe a shillin'. 

So wi&out one desentin' voice 

They voted then an' there. 
That Ebenezer was a trump, 

We'd hold a *Tunkin Fair," 

The next day all die church folks 
Was on that punkin ground, 
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A-hnnying and' scurryin'. 
An' fixin' things around. 

The teams were haulin' ptmkmi 

To all the neighbors 'round. 
To dry, to can, make butter. 

An' other things we found 

The punldn to be useful for. 
An' when that fair-time cum. 

To see the people tiirongin' 
Was enough to strike you dumk 

They oom on foot, in^wagons. 
Oil horseback, with ox teams, 

Just loaded down with people, 
Twas far beyond our dreams, 

An' they wasn't disappointed 

I can tdl ye they was not 
There was something there for every onCt 

An' thqr bought it on the spot 

We'd bttih an arch o' punkins. 
An' called it "Golden Gate,** 

An' each one passing through it 
Laid a quarter on the plate. 

When they got in, the sights they seen 
Jist made 'em shout an' holler, 
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An' all declared they wotddn't cared 
If we had charged a dollar. 

There was great long rows o' tables 

All filled an' loaded down 
O' things made out o' punkins 

Which they sampled all arotmd. 

There was cans by htmdreds, all in rows. 

An' butter by the jar, 
An' boxes filled with punkins dried. 

Best ever seen by far, 

An' envelopes with punldn seeds. 

It seems I can not tell 
Of all the things we had that day, 

O' punkins made to sdL 

There was chatalains and string portierSy 
An' strings an' strings of beads. 

Table mats, all kinds of boxes 
Made of polished punldn seeds. 

After the dinner which we served, 

'Twas 'most all punkin, too 
('Twas marvelous the way they et, 

An' paid when they got through). 

Neezer he had a guessin^ match| 
The nearest one to cum 
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To the weight of a big punkin 
Cud take the monster home. 

He charged ten cents a ticket. 
An' they bought 'em quick as lool^ 

Till every one had made a guess 
An' one the punkin took. 

Then the men tried lif tin' punkins. 
Then they guessed how many seeds 

Grow'd in a certain punkin, 
The prize a string o' beads. 

When all that fun was over. 

An' evenin' now was cum, 
Us old folks served the supper. 

An' the youngn's fixed for fun, 

A great big platform had been buil^ 

An' wire around it stnmg. 
An' (m that wire jist high enough 

Were holler ptmkins hung. 

With eyes an' nose an' mouth cut thn 

A candle in each one. 
An' when lit up, a circle 

O' grinnin' faces shone. 

The young idks on the platform 
Were decorated fine 
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With leaves and blossoms from a patch. 
Late planted punkin vines. 

Ebenezer he riz up an' said. 

An' motioned with his hand, 
"Well listen now to music 

Played by the punkin band." 

Then all the young boys of the church, 

Cum forward on the stage 
With punkin stalks fur instruments. 

An' drums from ptmkins made. 

The leader, with his punkin cap, 

Punkin stalk the time to beat, 
They played "Ole hundred" an' "Sweet Home,'^ 

An' it sounded mighty sweet. 

The girls sung songs that Neezer writ, 

Most beautiful indeed, 
Thcfs all about the punkins 

An' the people all agreed. 

They was the best they ever heard. 

An' shouted loud an' long, 
An' everybody 'at was there 

Bought copies of the songs. 

They called the girls to sing so much 
Tliey every one was hoarse, 
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An' the band to play so many times 
The punkins broke of course. 

The bugles, fifes, were all wore oul^ 

We called the concert done, 
But still the folks kep' sta3rin' on, 

They's havin' so much fun. ' 

At last they called for punkin pie. 

We sold them all we had. 
Then they began reluctantly 

To go but felt so bad. 

That the punkin fair was over. 

An' they voted every one. 
That the punkin was the greatest thix^ 

On earth for food an' fun. 

When the crowd was gone, we set to work 

To see just how we stood, 
We felt so dreadful lonesome 

While we felt so mighty good. 

There was scarce a punkin to be seen. 
Men bought them fur their cows. 

An' fur all kinds of eatin' 
Now they had learned the hows. 

We padd that mortgage slick an' dean. 
An' had enough beside 
153 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



FRIENDS AND FRIENDSHIPS 

To start a mission Sunday school, 
Called "Blank'' since Neezer died* 

A sort of a memorial like. 

For Ebcnezer Blank, 
Who studied out the punkin plan. 

An' they had him to thank. 

Ebenezer got good rent fur land. 
They 'lowed that shud be his, 

An' the place has been called Punkinvillt 
From that day up to thia. 
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